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TALES. 



ALL ALONE. 



L 

Ah ! wherefore by the Church-jard side^ 

Poor little lorn one, dost thou stray ? 
Thy wavy locks but thinly hide 

The tears that dim thy Uue-eye*8 ray ; 
And wherefore dost thou sigh, and moan> 
And weep, that thou art left alone ? 

11. 
Thou art not left alone, poor boy. 

The T^y'Uer stops to hear thy tale ; 
No heart, so hard, would thee annoy ! 

For tho' thy mother's cheek is pale 
And Others under yon grave stone^ 
Thou art not^ Urchin, left alone. 

A 



m. 

I know thee well ! thf yellMr hair 

Id silky waves I oft bare Men } 
Thy dimpled faccj so fresh and fair. 

Thy n^uish Hiiile, thy playful mien 
Were all to me, poor Oipbu, kaowo. 
Ere Pate had left thee— aU alone I 

IV. 
Thy russet coat h scant, and torn. 

Thy cheek is now growa deathly pale i 
Tby eyes are dim, thy looks forlorn. 

And bare thy bosom meets the gale >, 
And oft I hear ihce deeply groan, 
lliat thou, poor boy, art left alone. 

V. 
Thy naked feet are wounded sore 

With thoma, that cross thy daily road ; 
The wintei winds around thee roar. 

The church-yard is thy bleak abode j 
Thy pillow now, a cold grave slone^ 
Aad there thou lov'st to grieve — alone ! 



vr. 

The rain lias drench'^ tbee, all night long f, 
The nipping frost thy bosom froae j 

And still, the ycwtrce-shades among, 
I heard thee sigh thy artless woes ; 

I heard thee^ till the day-star shone ^ 

In darkness weep — and weep alone t 

vn. 

Oft have I seen thee, little boy. 
Upon thy lovely mother's knee j 

For when she liv'd — thoa wert her joy. 
Though now a mourner thou must be f 

For she lies low, where yon grave-stone 

Prockiras, that thou art left alone. 

VIII. 

Weep, weep no- more 5 on yonder hill 
The village bells are ringing, gay > 

The merry reed, and brawling rill 
•Call thee to rustic sports away. 

Then wherefore weep, and sigh, and moan> 

A truant from the throng— done i 



IX. 

^ I cannot the green hill ascend^ 

'^ I cannot pace the upland mead ; 
** I cannot in the vale attend^ 

** To hear the merry-sounding reed : 
** For all is stilly beneath yon stone^ 

** Where my poor mother*s left alone ! 

X. 
*' I cannot gather gaudy flowers 

" To dress the scene of revels loud— 
^* I cannot pass the evening hours 

*' Among the noisy village croud — 
*' For^ all in darkness^ and alone 
*^ My mother sleeps^ beneath yon stolie* 

XL 
" See how the stars begin to gleam 

" The sheep-dog barks^ 'tis time to go j— 
*' The night-fly hums^ the moonlight beam 

*' Peeps through the yew-tree's shadowy row— 
" It falls upon the white grave-stone, 
*' Where my dear mother sleeps alone.— 
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xii. 

*^ O stay me not, for I most go 

*' The upland path in haste to tread ; 

For there the pale primroses grow 

** They grow to dress my mother's bed,— 
" They must, ere peep of day, be strowD> 
'' Where she lies mouldering aU alone. 

XIII. 
*' My father o^er the stormy sea 

*' To (^tant lands was borne away, 
** And still my mother stay*d with me 

" And wept by night and toil'd by day. 
*^ And shall I ever quit the stone 
** Where she is left, to sleep alone. 

XIV. 
** My father died, and still I found 

** My mother fond and kind to me ; 
** I felt her breast with rapture bound 

** When first I prattled on her knee— 
'' And then she blest my infant tone 
*^ And little thought of yon gntye-stone. 



XV. 

^ No more her geatle voice I hear, 

*' No mofe her smile of fotfdnesii see ; 
** Then wonder not I shed the tear 

*' She would h&ve i>i bdi to follow me ! 
*' And yet the sleeps beneath yon stone 
" And l,vrihh 1*1 ve — to weep alone, 

XVI. 
** The playful kid, she lov*d so well 

** From yoB high cUft was seen to fall f 
" I heard, afar, hb tinkling beU — 

*' Which seem'd in vain for aid to call— 
** I heard the harmless saiTrer moan, 
'' And griev d that he was left alone. 

XVII. 
" Our faithful dog grew mad, and died, 

** The lightning siziOte ans cottage low^--*^ 
" We had no resting*^ace beside 

'' And knew dot whither we should 
** For we were poor,— ^d hearts of stone 
** Will nerar throb^ at mis'iy's groan. 



XVIIL 
*' My mother still wxriv'd for am, 

'' Sbe lod DM to the Mouotain's broir> 
'^ She walcfa'd me, is/bide at yodder treb 

'' I satf and wove the o2ier bough } 
** And oft »he eried^ ** fear aot« miitb own \ 
*' Thou shak not^ bot^ be lelt ax.onx.** 

XXL. 
** The blast blew strcmg^ the torrent rose 

*' And here our sbatter*d cot away ; 
*' And, where the clear brook swiftly flows— 

'' Upon the turf at dawn of day^ 
** When bright the 8un*s ftill lustre shone^ 
''I wander*d^ FBiEirDLCss-^and alonb !" 

XX. 
Thou art not, boy, for I have seen 

Thy tkiy footsteps print the dew. 
And while the morning sky serene 

Spread o'er the hiU a yellow hue> 
I heard thy sad and plaintive moan^ 
Be^de the odd sepaldti«latoiie« 
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XXI. 

And when the smniner noontide hours 

With scorchinlg rajs the landscape spread, 
I mark'd thee, weaving fragrant fldw'rs 

To deck:thy mother's silent bed ! 
Nor, at die church-yard's simple stone, 
Wert, thou, poor Urchin, left alone*. 

XXN. 
i fol]ow*d thee, along the dale 

And up the woodland's shad'wy way r 
I heard thee tell thy mournful tale 

As slowly sunk the star of day : 
Nor, when its twinkling light had flown,. 
Wert thou a wandVer, all alone. 

XXIII. 
** O ! yes, I yraB 1 and still shall be 

" A wandVer, mourning and forlorn 3 
^ For what is all the world to me — 

'* What are the dews and buds of mom h 
** Since she, who left me sad, alone 
^ In darkness slec^i: beneath yon stone I 



XXIV. 
** No brother*8 tear shall fall for me, 

*' For I no brother ever knew 5 
** No friend shall weep my destiny 

" 'Fox friends are scarce, and tears are few; 
'' None do / see, save on this stone 
^ Where I will stay, and weep alone \ 

XXV. 
** My Father never will return, 

'* He rests beneath the sea-green wave ; 
** I have no kindred left, to mourn 

'' When I am hid in yonder grave ! 

Not one 1 ti^dress with flow*rs the st(uie ;«— ^ 

Tben^'surely, I am ieft alonb T* 
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Tbe MISTLETOE. 

A CBRtSJMAS TALK: 



A Farmer's Wife, both young and gay. 
And fresh as dp*ning buds of May i 
Had taken to herself^ a Spouse, 
And plighted many solemn vows. 
That she a faithful mate would prove. 
In meekness^ duty^ and in love ! 
That she, despising joy and wealth. 
Would be, in sickness and in health. 
His only comfort and his Friend-^ 
But, mark the sequel, — and attend ! 

This Farmer, as the tale is told — 

Was somewhat cross, and somewhat old ! 
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His^ was tlie winirf hour of llfe^ 
While summer smiled before his wift } 
A contrast, rather form*d to clof 
The zest of matrimeoiaV joy t 

*Twas Christmas time, the^peBsafit throng 

Assembled gBy, with dance and Song : 

The Farmer's Kitchen long had been 

Of annual sports the busy scene i 

The wood-fire blaz*d^ the chimney widd 

Presented seats^ on either side ^ 

Long rows of wooden Trenchers, clean, 

Bedeck'd with holly-bonghs, were seen > 

The shining Tankard's foamy ale 

Gave spirits to the Goblin tale. 

And many a rosy cheek-— grew pale. 

It happened, that some sport to shew 
The ceiling held a Mistlrtob. 
A magic bough, and woU design'd 
To prove the coyest Maiden, kind* 
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A magic bough, which Druids old 
Its sacred mysteries enroll*d | 
And which, or gossip Fame's a liar. 
Still warms the soul with vivid fire f 
Still promises a store of bliss 
While bigots snatch their Idol's kiss. 

This Mistletoe was doom*d to be 
The talisman of Destiny 3 
Beneath its ample boughs we're told 
Full many a timid Swain grew bold ; 
Full many a roguish eye a^ance 
Beheld it with impatient glance. 
And many a ruddy cheek confest. 
The triumphs of the beating breast j 
And many a rustic rover sigh*d 
Who ask'd the kiss, and was denied. 

First Marg*rt smil'd and gave her Lover 
A Kiss ', then thank'd her stars, *twas over t 
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Next, KkTE, with a rdudant pace. 
Was tempted to the mystic place; 
Then Sub, a meny laughing jade 
A dimpled yielding blush betray*d i 
While Joan her chastity to shew 
Wish*d ^' the bold knaves would serve Jier so,' 
She*d " teach the rogues such wanton play !** 
And well she could, she knew the way* 

The Farmer, mute with jealous care. 
Sat sullen, in his wicker 'chair ; 
Hating the noisy gamesome host 
Yet, fearful to resign his post ; 
He envied all their sportive strife 
But most he watch*d his blooming wife. 
And trembled, lest her steps should go. 
Incautious, near the Mistletoe. 

Now Hodge, a youth of rustic grace 
With form athletic i manly face; 
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On Mmtress HbmiiBt^v turh*d hh e^ 

And breath'd a soul*dec)arinv «igh ! 

Old HoME9PUN, mQrk*d his list*niog Fair 

And nestled in hts wicker chair ; 

Hodge swore^ she might his heart comrnand— ^ 

The pipe was d^opp*d from Ht>MESFUiF's hand! 

Hoi>OE prest her slender waist aroond j 

The Farmer check*d his draught, and frowa*d ! 

And now beneath the Mistletoc 

Twas Mistress Homsspum*s turn togof 

Old Surly shook his wicker chair. 

And sternly utter'd— " Let ber dttrc T 

Hodge, to the Farmer's wtife declared 
Such husbands^ never should be spar'd > 
Swore, the}|desenr*d the worst disgrace. 
That lights upon the wedded race ; 
And vow*d— that night he would not go* 
Uablest, beneath Ihe Mutletqs. 
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The merry gfonp all recommend 
An harmless Kiss^ the strife to end r 
Why not ?" says Marg'ry, " who would fear, 
A dang'rous moment^ once a year ?" 
usAN observed, that '* ancient folks 
** Were seldom pleas'd with yoathM jokes;** 
But Kate, who> till that fatal hour. 
Had held^ o^er Hooob, unrivaird powV, 
^ With curving lip and head aside 
|. Look*d down and smiled in conscious pride,. 






Then, anxious to conceal her care. 

She humm'd — '' what fools some women are P* 

Now, Mistress Homespun, sorely vex*d> 
By pride and jealous rage perplexM, 
And angry, that her peevish spouse 
Should doubt her matrimonial vows„ 
But, most of all, resolved to make 
An envious rivaFs bosom ache ; 
Commanded Hodge to let her go> 
Nor lead her to the Mistletoe > 



16 

« Why should you ask it o'er and o'er ?'* 
Cried she^ " noe^ve been there twice before / 

^lls thus> to check a rival's ^way. 
That Women oft themselves betray j 
While Vanity^ alone> pursumg^ 
They rashly prove^ their own undoing. 
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THE 



POOR, SINGING DAME. 



Beneath an old wall, that went round an old Castle, 

For many a year, with brown ivy overspread) 
A neat little Hovel, its lowly roof raising. 

Defied the wild winds that howl'd over its shed : 
The turrets, that frown d on the poor simple dwelling, ' 

"Were rock'd to and fro, when the Tempest would roar. 
And the river, that down the rich valley was swellings 

Flow'd swiftly beside the green step of its doon 
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The Summer Sun, gilded the rushy-roof slanting. 

The bright dews bespangled its ivy-bound hedge 
And above, on tfaeramparts, the sweet Birds were chanting. 

And wild buds thick dappled the clear rivers edge. 
When the^Castle's rich chambers were haunted, and dreary. 

The pooriittle Hovel was still, and secure } 
And no robber e*er entered, or goblin or faiiy, 

For^he splendours of pride had no charms to allure. 



ThelUiiddFllieCaitie, a proud, suHyrdler, 

Oft hoard tfae low dfwd)ii>g vKth «w«eti»uBicrhig : 
For the old Dame tbttliiv^dinvthe little Hut ofaearlf. 

Would nit trlier whcd, and wooki men% tmtgx 
Wten'vHlli-xieveistiie Castle*6 great Hah wastttkratidisig, 

Siitt'01d3«iie was sleeping, not dreamiiig <jf i«air $ 
A»|vdienx)fCTthe«<iunl»n8the Hni^^ 

She \ffmM vptu her wicket, tbeir <daiiicttZ8'to'h0ur« 
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JM^iimAfT, and IcHider, repeat her old Soiig : 
^Andiwiiefi Wml^ ksfn^Ue of Frost was. cJi^pl^pqg 

She <!»rQll*4 HPd^ppted, 4be bare woods fmox^g : 
fSie'ivoiiU«|;i(her<Uy Fem^ -ev^er happy and sUigii^ 

Withjb9r.ji{^)ceofbrow^l)re»d>i|i^her jqg pf l)rQC^4^ 
An^^vravMbmile whea she heard ttegt3eatCaa|l(BrhdLrii:^g 
InvUingithe'Proud-^rfto thfeir pro(Ugd chpar* 



Thus sbeihr'd, 9v^ patient and ewterisoQtciitpl^ 

THi £Bvy:theiLord pf the C^tle poAieea'd^ 
iF^rheiurted thatlPorarty «houklb&,so chegr^ 

(Whiie <a]«;co)]ld')die favVkes of Fortune molq^t; 
As.tent Uf >b^ yeom^a with threats tp preventh^r. 

And still would she carol her sweet rounde)ay 5 
lAutJafty an (dd Stewards releatless.he sent her—* 

WJio hore her^ siU treqabUug^ to Prison away! 
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Three weeks did she languish, then died, brokeorhearted. 

Poor Dame ! how the death-bell did •moumfuUy sound ! 
And almig the green path six young Bachelors bore her. 

And laid her, for ever, beneath the cold gromid ! 
And the primrose? pale, *mid the long grass were growtng. 

The bright dews of twilight bespangled her grave 
' And imom heard the breezes of summer scfk lilowing 

To bid the fresh flow'rets in sympathy wave* 



The Lord of the Castle, from that fatal moment 

When poor Singing Mary was laid in her grave. 
Each ni^t was surrounded by Screechnowls appalling. 

Which o*er the black turrets their pinions would wave ! 
On the ramparts that frown*d on the river, swift flowing. 

They hover'd, still hooting a terrible song. 
When his windows would rattle, the Winter Wast blowing. 

They would shriek like a ghost, the dark alleys anK)ng ! 
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Wherever he wander d they followed him crying^ 

At dawnlight, at Eve, still they haunted his way T 
When the Moon shone across the wide common*, they hoote< 

Nor quitted his path, till the blazing of day. 
His bones began wasting, his flesh was decayinj^, 

And he hung his proud head, and he perish*d with shame 
And the tomb of rich marble, no soft tear displaying, 

O'ershadows the grave, of THS^PooRSiNOUiaDABU 



i/if 



MISTRESS GURTC^N'& CAT. 



tWd Sft*g«*i^i (SiJrY61s had d Cat,. 

A Tabby, loveliest of the race. 
Sleek as a doe, and tame, and fat 

With velvet paws, and whisker'd face;; 
TJie Doves of Venus not so fair> 

Nor JuN0*s Peacocks h^alf so grand- 
As MisT'BESs GuBTON*& Tabby rare. 

The proudest of the purring band y 
So dignified in all her paces-— 
^e seem'd, a pupil of the Graces ! 
There never was a finer creature 
Li all the varying whinos of Nature ! 
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AUliked GriBOidliii}, passing weU I 
Save Mistress GuRTON^ aod> 'tifrsaid'^. 
She oft with furious m would swell> 
When^ tfarougbneglad or hunger keen> 
Puss, with, atpilfer'd*. scrap, wa&aoen» 
Swearing beneath thepnnt-house shed r 
For, like some &v*riteat she was bent 
On all things, yet with.none content f 
And still> wliate'er her place or diet, 
She could not pick her bone, in quiet. 

Sometimes, new milk Gtiiimalrin stolen 
And sometimes— over*set the bowl ! 
For over eagerness will prove. 
Oil times the bane of what we love $ 
And sometimes, to her neighbour's home,. 
Grimalkin, like a thief would roam. 
Teaching poor Cats, of humbler kind. 
For high example sways the mind ! . 
Sometimes she paced the garden. wall». 
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Thick guarded ]jy the shatter'd pane> 

And lightly treading with disdain, 

Feard not AmbitionV certain fall ! 

Old China broken, or scratch'd'her Dame ^ 

And brought domestic friends to shame 1 

And many a time this Cat was curst. 

Of squalling, thieving things, the worst 1 

Wished Dead ! and menafic'd with a string. 

For Cats of such scant. Fame, deserv'd to swing !^ 

One day, report, for ever busy. 
Resolved to make Dame Gurton easy y. 
A Neighbour came, with solenm look,. 
And thus, the dismal tidings broke. 
** Know you, that poor Gaimalkin diedi 
*' Last night, upon the pent-house side ?' 
" I heard her for assistance call ^ . 

I heard her shrill and dying squall 1 ' 

I heard her, in reproachfvd tone,. 
** PouTj to th& stars, her feeble groan J 
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•* Alone, I heard her piercing cries— ♦ 
** With not a Friend^ to ohse her Eyes /*' 

', • ** Poor Puss ! I vow it grieves me 8ore> 
Never to see lliy beautiies more !' 
Never again to hear thee purr; 
" To stroke thy back, of Zebra fur ; 
To see thy emral'd eyes — so bright. 
Flashing around their lustVous light 
^ Amid the solemn shades of night ! 

" Methinks I see her pretty paws— 
*' As gracefully she paced along y 
** I hear her voice, so shrill, among 
The chimney rows ^ I see her claws. 
While, like a Tyger> she pursued 
Undauntedly the pilf 'ring race j 
I see her lovely whisker'd face 
" When she her nimble prey subdued ! 
*' And then, how she would frisk, and play,. 
^ And purr the Evening hours away : 
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'' Now stretgh'd beside the social' fir«f. 

'' Now on the sunny law<n> at noon^ 

" Watching the vagrant Birds that flew, 

" Across the scene of varied hue, 

** To peck the Fruit. Or when the Moons 

" Stole o'er the hilJs, in silv'iy suit, 

** How would she chaunt her levdam Tale 

" Soft as the wild Eolian Lyre ! 
** Till ev'ry brutae, on hiU, in dale, 

^* Listened with wonder noiute !" 

'' O ! Cease !*^ exclaim'd Damb Gurton, straight^ 

^ Has my poor Puss- been torn away ? 

" Alas I how cruel- is my £ite, 

''How shall I pass the tedious day I 

^ Where can her raouniing: mistress find. 

'* So sweet a Cat ? so meek ! so kind 1 

^ So keen a mousor, such a beauty,. 

'' So orderly, so fend, so tnic^ 

^^ Thatemgr geolk talk otdo^ 
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**Thc dear, domestic creature knew ! . 

*^ Hers, was the mildest tend'rest heart I 

'^ She knew no liltle caitisb art 3 

" Not cross, Hkc finiriie Cats, was sh© 

** But seem*d tke queeiirof Cats lo be \ 

^ I cannot live — ance doomed, alas I to par^ 

^ From poor Grim /kLRLN kmd, thedavlmgofiiqrhtturt!" 

And now Da^me Grcjaron, bath'd in teara^ 

With a black top-knot vast, appears : 

Some say that a black gpwn she wore,. 

As mao-y oft have dboe before. 

Foe Beifigs, valoed kss^ I ween. 

Than this, of Tabby Gats, the favrite Queen !' 

But lo ! soon aAer, oae fair day. 

Puss, who had o&ly been a roving—- 

Across the pentrhouse look her way. 

To see her Dame, so sad, and lovifig ^ 

£ager to grtet the mourning ^ir 

She enterM by a window^ whtre 
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A China bowl of luscious cream 
Was quiv'ring in the sunny beam. 

Puss> who was somewhat tired and dry. 

And somewhat fond of bev'rage sweet ; 

Beholding such a tempting treat, 

Resolved its depth to try. 

She saw the wami and dazzling ray 

Upon the spotless surface play : 

She purr*d around its circle wide. 

And gazed, and long*d, and mew'd and sigh*d f 

But Fate, unfriendly, did that hour controul. 

She overset the cream, and smash'd the gilded bowl 1 

As Mistress Gurton heard the thief. 

She started from her easy chair. 
And, quite unmindful of her grief. 

Began aloud to swear 1 
^ Curse that voracious beast !" she cried^. 

*f Here Susan, bring a cord—* 
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*' I'D hang the vicious, ugly creature— 
" The veriest plague e*er formed by nature !** 
And Mistress Gurton kept her word— 
And Poor Grimalkin — ^Died ! 

Thus, oflen, we with anguish sore 
The dead, in dam'rbus grief deplore ; 
"Who, were they once alive again 
Would meet the sting of cold disdain ] 
For Friends, whom trifling faults can sever. 
Are valtudmost, when lost fom everI 
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Tbe LASCAR. 

IN TfVO PjiRTS. 



I. 

'^ Another xlay^ Ah! meu a 

*' Of dreary Sorrow is begun ! 
*' And still I loath the tempered ray> 
*' And still I hate the sickly Sun ! 
** Far from my Native Indian shore, 
I hear our wretched race deplore 5 
I mark the smile of taunting Scorn, 
** And curse the hour, when I was bom 1 
'* I weep, but no one gently tries 
*• To stop my tear, or check my sighs 5 
'' For, while my heart beats mournfully, 
'' Dear Indian home, 1 sigh for Thee 1 
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Since^ gaady Sun T I see no mon: 

" Thy hottest glory gild the day ; 

Since, sever'd from mybuming Bfaore, 

'* I waste the vapid hours awayj 
'' O ! darkzi^ss come ! coine> •deepest gloom I 
" Shroud the young Summer's op'ning bloom | 
'^ fiuro^ temper'd Orb, with fiercer beams 
*' This notdicm woiid ! and drink the stfeanw 
^' Thatltiiro* the foiile vtV6m ^livb 
*' To bathe^tfael^caitod Fiends of Fiide!! 

Or^ hence, iiroa&i Sun ! extingui^'d'be ! 

ForendlcKsaag^icacirdeB Me! 

m. 

" What is, tome, the City g^ ? 

*' And iwfaat, the ijoard profusely jpreadt 
^' I have no home, no tich anray, 

^' No s|)icy feast, ^no do'wny bed \ 

I, with the dqgs am doom*d to eat. 

To perish 1b the petopted crtfeet. 
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^' To drink the tear of deep despair 5 

*' The scoff and scorn of fools to bear ! 

" I sleep upon a bed of stone^ 

^' I pace the meadows, wild — alone I 

*' And if I curse my fate severe, 

*' Some Christian Savage mocks my tear 1 

IV. 

'' Shut out the Sun, O ! pitying Night ! 
'' Make the wide world my silent tomb I 
0*exBhade this northern, sickly lights 
*' And shroud me, in eternal gloom 1 
My Indian plains, now smiling glow* 
There stands nay Parent's hovel low, 
'* And there the tow'ring aloes rise 
'* And fling their perfumes to the skies \ 
*' There the broad palm Trees covert lend, 
" There Sun and Shade delicious blend i 
*' But here, amid the blunted ray, 
** Cold shadows hourly cross nqy waj I 
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V. 
*' Was it for this^ that on the main 

^ I met the tempest fierce and strongs 
" And steering o*er the liquid plain^ 

" Still onward^ press*d the waves among ? 
" Was it for this^ the Lascar brave 
" Toil'd^ like a wretched Indian Slave ; 
" Preserv*d your treasures by his toil. 

And sigh'd to greet this fertile soil ? 

Was it for this, to beg, to die. 

Where plenty smiles, and where the Sky 

Sheds cooling airs 5 while fev'rish pain, 
*' Maddens thq famish*d Lascae*8 brain ? 

VI. 
'^ Oft, I the stately Camel led, 

" And sung the short-hour'd night away ; 
** And oft, upon the top-mast's head, 

'* Haird the red Eye of coming day. 

The Tanyan*8 back my mother bore ; 
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" Luird her to rest, as oti she past— 
** 'Mid the hot sands atid buraihg {iletst! 
And ofl beneath the Banyan triee 
She sate and fbndly nouHlh'd me i 
And while tlie aoentkld hdur p^t BldW> 
'' I felt her bmait ttrith kmdness gk)^. . 

VII. 

" Where'er I totti ifay sleepifei* tffety 
'* No cheek so ddHc is itAlSe^ I stffr > 

'< For W[6^ %m^i with sGlftet Ay^ 
*' Mark fidtd^'b favtftfr^<i prog^j I 

" Low is mf mtxxM, Maek nay b«ir> 

" The emblem of my SouVd despair ! 
My voice no dulcet tAd€rit?e4lbig*, 
To toiK<h^ft ^{Vy't tliffbbbing MfHt^i ! 

'* Then wherefortJ ctiid Brftrtiy ^y. 

'^ Compel my afching h«art tO ^ia^ ? 

'* To-morrow's Sun — m«y ri«gy tof ««d^^ 

'' The famished LAldAfey Um id lb«e !*' 
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VIIL 
The morn had «cafcdj shed: itt r^ 

When, from the Clty'ft dua he tan j 
For he had fasted, fotir long days. 

And faiot hia Pflgrimago began ! 
The Lascar, now,, without ft fri^nd,-^ 
Up the steep hill did slow ascend 5 
Now o'er the flow'ry meadows stole. 
While pain, aod hunger^ pu9cb*d hia Soul > 
And now hift fev-rish Hp waft dried> 
And bttnaiog teara his thirst §\xj^y% 
And, ere* he saw the £y niog doaev 
Far off, the City dindy rose ! 

IX. 
Again the Summer Sun flam*d high 

The plains were golden, &r and wide 5 
And fervid was the cloudless sky. 

And slow the breezes seem'd to glide : 
The gossamer, on briar and spray. 
Shone sil v'ry in the. solar ray; 
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And sparkling dew-drops^ falling round 
Spangled the hot and thirsty ground ; 
The insed myriads humm*d their tune 
To greet the coming hour of noon. 
While the poor Lascar Boy, in haste. 
Flew, frantic, o*cr the sultr)' waste. 

X. 

And whither could the wandVer go ? 

Who would receive a stranger poor ? 
Who, when, the blasts of night^ should blow. 

Would ope to him the friendly door ? 
Alone, amid the race of man. 
The sad, the fearful alien ran I 
None would an. Indian wand'rer bless 5 
None gneet him with the fond caress ; 
None feed him, though with hunger keeu^ 
He at the Lordly gate were seen. 
Prostrate, and huoqibly forc*d to crav« 
A shelter, for an Indian Sla^e. 
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XL 
JThe noon-tide Sun^ now flaming wide^ 

No cloud its fierce beam shadow'd o*er> 
But what could worse to him betide 

Than begging, at the proud man's door ? 
For closed and lofly was the gate. 
And there, in all the pride of State, 
A surly Porter turned the key, 
A man of sullen soul was he— 
His brow was fair; but in his eye 
Sat pampered sconi, and tyranny ; 
And, near him, a fierce mastiff stood. 
Eager to bathe his fangs in blood. 

XII. 
The weary Lascaa tum*d away. 

For trembling fear his heart subdued^ 
And down his cheek the tear would stray. 

Though burning anguish drank his blood ! 
The angry Mastiff snarFd, as he 
Tum*d from the house of luxury ; 
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The sultry hour was long, and high 
The broad-gan flamed athwart the sky — 
But still a throbbing hope possessM 
The Indian wand*rer*s fevVisb brejidt> 
When frcim the distant dell ft «oa»d 
Of swelling mush: echoed round. 

XIII. 

It was the church-beti-^ merry peal «$ 

And now a p]/&&saitithcMBt kt vi&w'4 : 
And now his heart begah^tofeel 

As though) it were not quite :sutidd*d'! 
No lofty dome^ isheW'd iafti&c sbsiie. 
No pamper'd Porter watch'd the gate. 
No Mastiff", like.atyi^nitistood, 
Eager to scatter iAiiiia3i{bio4)d:j . 
Yet thepiE»r lMmw$k\6^rtr.kntady 

That tears had littieipo^^r to^spllflk 
When trembling, wtkt» ^Mt^fiolttek 1 
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XIV. 
With keen reproach, and menace rude. 

The Lascar Boy away was sent ; 
And now again he seem'd subdu'd. 

And his soul sicken d, as he went. 
Now, on the river s bank he stood ; 
Now, drank the cool refreshing flood ; 
Again his fainting heart beat high ; 
Again he- raised his languid ejt; 
Then, from the upland's sultry side, 
Look*d back, forgave the wretch, and sigh'd ! 
While the proud Pastor bent his way 
To preach of Charity — and Prat ! 
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PART SECOND: 



L 

The Lascar Boy stUl journeyed on. 

For the hot Sun> he well could bear. 
And now the burning hour was gone. 
And Evening came, with softer air 1 
The breezQB.kis8*d his sable breast, . 
While his scorch*d feet the cold dew prest ; 
The waving flpwVs soft tears display 'd. 
And songs of rapture fill'd the glade j 
The South-wind quivered, o'er the stream 
Refle6ting back the rosy beam. 
While, as tlfe purpling twilight clos*d, 
■On a turf bed*^the Bpy repos'd 1 
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II. 

And now> in fancy's airy dream. 

The Lajcar Boy his Mother spied ; 
And, from her breast, a crimson stream 

Slow trickled down her beating side : 
And now he heard her wild, complain. 
As loud she shriek'd — but shriek'd in vain ! 
And now she sunk upon the ground. 
The red stream trickling from her wound. 
And near her feet a murd*rer stood. 
His glittVing poniard tipp'd with blood ! 
And now> '' ^rewell, my son !'* she cried. 
Then closed her fainting eyes — and died 1 

III. 
The Indian WandVer, waking, gax*d 

With grief, and pain, and horror wild } 
And tho* his fev*rish brain was oraz'd. 

He rais'd his eyes to Heav'n, and smil'd I 
And now the stars were twinkling d&r. 
And the blind Bat was wbU4iog oeari 



And tlie kme Owlet shricfd, whikHe 
Still iate beneath a flbdt'iiog tree; 
And now the fietce-tco'd midoigfat bbuX 
Across the wide heath, howling past. 
When a long cavalcade he spied 
By torch-light near the river^s «ide. 

IV. 

He roie, and hast'ning awif^lj on, 

Caird loudly to the Samptuoos train/— 
But soon the cavalcade was gone— 

And darkncM wrapped the scene ag^ia. 
He follow*4 still the distant sovnd ) 
He saw the lightning dashing round ; 
He heard the crashing Ithunder roar ; 
He felt the whelming torrmts pour i 
And, now beneath a shelt'ring wood 
He lbtea*d to the tonnbling flood— 
And now, with faltVing, feeble breath, 
Thefami8h*d<L«iQAit> pra/d for Death. 
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V. 
And now the £ood began to f ise 

And foaming nish'd along the Tale ; 
The Lascau watch'd, with stcdfast cjnea. 

The flash descending quick and ^ale ; 
And now again the cavalcade 
Passed slowly near the upland glade ;— 
But He was dark, and dark the scene> 
The torches long.extinift ^d been ; 
He caird> but, in the stormj hour. 
His feeble voice had lost its poW*f, 
Till, nearati»ee, beside *he4k>od, 
A night-bewilder^ Tra'r'ller «tood. 

VI. 
The liAsci^ now with tnansport ran 

" Stop ! stop !" he ericd— with accents bold i 
The Traveller was afearftd man— 

And next his life be jinSK'tl his f oSdl-^ 
He heard the wand'rer madly cry 3 
He heard his ibottftepe foHowing 'mgh ; 
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He nothing saw> while onward prest. 
Black as the sky, the Indian*s breast 3 
mi his firm grasp he fe]t> while cold 
Down his pale cheek the big drop roird > 
Then, struggling to be free, he gave — 
A deep wound to the La.sc a r Slave. 

VII. 

And now he groan*d, by pain opprest. 

And now crept onward, sad and slow : 
And while he held his bleeding breast. 
He feebly pour*d the plaint of woe ! 
" What have I done ?" the Lascar cried- 
*' That Heaven to me the powV denied 
'' To touch the soul of man, and share 
" A brother's love, a brother's care ; 
" Why is this dingy form decreed 
" To bear oppression's scourge and bleed ?• 
*' Is there a God, in yon dark Heav'n, 
" And shall such monsters be forgiv'n ? 
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VIII. 
^ Here> in tbb smiling land we find 

'' Neglet^ and mis'ry sting our race y 
" And stilly whatever the Lascar*s mind, 

" The stamp of sorrow marks his fkce !*' 
He ceas'd to speak j while from his side 
Fast roU'd life's swiftly-ebbing tide. 
And now, though sick and faint was he> 
He slowly climb*d a tall £lm tree. 
To watch, if, near his lonely way,. 
Some fiiendly Cottage lent a ray,. 
A little ray of cheaiful light. 
To gild the Lascar's long, long night ! 

IX. 
And now he hears a distant bell. 

His heart is. almost rent with joy ! 
And who, but such a wretch can tell. 

The transports of the Indian boy ? ■ 
And higher now he climbs the tree. 
And hopes some ^eli*ring Got to seef ' 



4& 

Again he listens, while tile peal 
Seems up the* woodkad vaie to steal i, - 
The twinkling stavft begin to fade. 
And daws^^t purines aer tbe glade-**- 
And while the sev Fing varpamrs fbe. 
The Lascia boy boks chearfuUy \ 

X. 

And now the Sun begiiifttd i^se 

Above the Eastevn samntt blue^ ; 
And o*er the plaio the da}r>-brcN»o 9h^ 

And sweetly bloom the fiehb: of dsw \ 
The wand'idng wretch wat chiM*d, A»r 1m 
Sate^ shiv*ring in the tall Elm tree ; 
And he was faint^ and sick, and dry. 
And bloodshot was his feT*risfc* qre; 
And livid waa his: Hp, while he 
Sate silent in tha tatt £fan tree^*^ 
And parch'd hiB tongue; and qoiek his bfsatli> 
And his daokekeek^ was cold m Doaih ! 
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XL 
And now a Cottage low he tea. 

The chimney smoke^ ascending grejr. 
Floats lightljr on the morning breeae 

And o*er the mountain glides awa^r. 
And no\kr the Lark^ on fluttVing wiagi> 
Its early Song, delighted sings > 
And now, across tlie upland mead. 
The Swains their flocks to shelter lead ; 
The sheltVing woods, wave to and firo ', 
The yellow plains, far distant, glow 3 
And aXi things wake to life and joy. 
All 1 but the famish'd Indian Boy ! 

XII. 
And now the village throngs are seen. 
Each lane is peopled, and the glen 
From ev*ry opening path-way green. 
Sends forth the busy hum of men. 
They cross the meads, still, all alone. 
They hear the wounded Lascar groan ! 
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Far off they mark the wretch, as he 

Falls, senseless, from the tall Elm tree ! 

Swiftly thqy cross the river wide 

And soon they reach the £lm tree's side> 

But, ere the sufferer they behold. 

His wtbcrd Hforii is dead^ — and cold ! 
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CloM on the margin of a brawling brook 

Tliat bathes the low dcll*0 bosons stands 4 Cot } 

O ershadow'd bj broad Alders. At its door 

A rude seat, with an osier canopy 

Invites the weary traveller to rest. 

"Us a poor humble dwelling ) yet within^ 

The sweets of joy domestic, oft have made 

The long hour not unchearly, while the Moor 

Was covered with deep snow, and the Ideak blast 

Swept with impetuous wing the mountain's brow ! 



50 



On ev*ry tree of the near shelt ring wood 
The minstrelsy of Nature, shrill and wild. 
Welcomes the stranger guest, and carolling 
Love-songs, spontaneous, greets him merrily. 
The distant hills, erhfmrpled by the dawn 
And thinly scatter'd with blue mists that float 
On their bleak summifs dimly visible. 
Skirt the domain luxuriant, while the air 
Breathes healthful 6*agiance. On the Cottage ro(^ 
The gadding Ivy, and the tawny Vine 
fiind the brown thatch, the sheltered winter-hut 
Of the tame Sparrow, and the Red-breast bold. 

There dwells the Sojdier s Widow \ young dndfaif 
Yet not more fair than virtuous. Every d^y ., 
She wastes the hour-glass, waiting his r^turfir— 
And every hour anticipates the day, 
(Deceived, yet cherish'd by the flatt'rer hope) :^ 
When she shall meet her Hero. On the Eve 
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Of Sabbath rest* she trims her little hut 
With blossoms^ fresh and gaudy, still, herself 
The queen-flowV of the garland ! The sweet Rose 
Of wood-wild beauty, blushing thro* her tears. 

One litde Son she has, a lusty Boy, 
The darling of her guiltless, mourning heart. 
The only dear and gay associate 
Of her lone widowhood. His sun-burnt cheek 
Is never blanched with fear, though he will climb 
The broad oak*s branches, and with brawny arm 
Sever the limpid wave. In his blue eye 
Beams all his mother*s gentleness of soul ; 
While his brave father's warm intrepid heart 
Throbs in his infant bosom. Tis a wight 
Most valourous, yet pliant as the stem 
Of the low vale-bom lily, when the dew 
Presses its perfumed head. Eight years his voice 
Has chear*d the homely hut, for he could Ibp 
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Soft words of filbl foiidii66», ere his feet 
Could measure the smoctfa path-way. 

On the hUb 
He watches the wide w^e of vravy green 
Ussued with orient lustre, till his eyes 
Ache with the dazzling spl6ndour> and the main, 
Rolling and blaziog, seems a second Sun ! 
And> if a distant whitening sail appears. 
Skimming the bright horizon while the mast 
Is canopiad urkh douds of dappled gold. 
He homeward hastes rejoicing. An old Tree 
Is his lone watch^towV ; *ti8 a blasted Oak 
Which, fi-om a vagrant Acom> ages past. 
Sprang up, to triitmpb like a Savage bold 
Braving the Season's warfare. There he sit» 
Silent and musing the long £vening hour. 
Till the short niign of Sunny splendour hdta 
At the cold touch of twilight. Oft he sings ; 
Or from hit oatla pipe, iuiUri«g ponrt 
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The tune mellidootis whidi his fktbar sang. 
When HE could only lUtevu 

On the sandi 
That bind the levd sea-shore, will he stray^ 
When mom unlocks the £ast, and fling» afar 
The rosjr ds^-beam ! These the hay will atop 
To gather the dank weeds which ocean leaves 
On the faleak strand, while winter o*er the maiD 
Howls its no<^umal ckiAour. There again 
He chaoiits his Father's ditty. Never more 
Poor moimtain minstrel, shall thy bosom thr^ 
To the sweet cadence ! never more thy tear 
Fall as the dolcet brealMngs give each word 
Expression magical ! Thy Father, Boy, 
Sleeps on the bed of death ! His tongoe Is mute. 
His ^gers have forgot their pliant art. 
His oaten pipe wiU ne'er again be heard 
Echotug along the valley ! Never move 
Will thy fond mother meet the balmy smUe 
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Of peace domestic, or the circling arm 

Of valour, temper'd by the milder joys 

Of rural merriment. His very name 

Is now forgotten ! for no trophied tomb 

Tells of his bold exploits 5 such heraldry 

Befits not humble worth : For pomp and praise 

Wait in the gilded palaces of Pride 

To dress Ambition*s Slaves* Yet, on his grave. 

The unmark'd resting place of Valour*s Sons, 

The morning beam shines histVous ; The meek flow*r 

Still drops the twilight tear, and the night breeze 

Moans melancholy music ! 

Then, to Me, 
O ! dearer far is the poor Soldier's grave, 
The Widow's lone and unregarded Cot, 
Thci brawling Brook, and the wide Alder-bough, 
The ozier Canopy, and plumy choir. 
Hymning the Mom's return, than the rich Dome 
Of gilded Palaces ! and sweeter far— 



55 



O ! far more graceful ! far more exquisite^ 
The Widow's tear bathing the living rose. 
Than the rich ruby, blushing on the breast. 
Of guilty greatness. Welcome then to me— 
The Widow's lowly home ; The Soldier's heir ; 
The proud inheritor of Heav'n's best gifts — 
The mind unshackled — and the guiltless Soul 1 
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A Shepherd's Dog there was 3 and he 

Was faithful to his master s will^ 
For well he lov'd his cotiipany. 

Along the plain or up the hill ; 
All Seasons were> to him^ the same 
Beneath the Sun*8 meridian flame 3 
Or^ when the wintry wind blew shrill and keen. 
Still the Old Shepherd*s Dog, was with his Master seen. 
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His form was shaggy clothed $ fet he 

Was of a bold tindf^ithftil breed > 
And kept his master oottip^ny 

In 6tniUt)g<4^> 4^^'ditf3 oftideA 5 
When the Idftg Ev^aitig ^lowly ^IWs'd, 
When ev'17 living' thing ttp^d. 
When e*eh th^ t^'t^ze^sl^tsfhtbeiividodlaiids fMuS, 

All night, up^ tli«9Mfiiftld t^ fae 

Contented ]Ay, Wi^^ ttst'i^g 4Xitej 
And though no stranger o6ti$pidi}r. 

Or lonely trtivdlerre6t<^ there > 
Old Trim was pleasUto^^ it kill. 
For *twas his ^1^ IMMi(t«r*fl' wtll , — 
And !»i>^lMMS*'d tfn^^e cii^Hul tlijght and ^y^ 
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IV. 

Among the villagers was he 

Belov'd by all the young and old. 
For he was chearful company. 

When the north-wind blew keen and cold 5 
And when the cottage scarce was warm. 
While round it flew, the midnight storm. 
When loudly, fiercely roll'd the swelling tide-^ 
The Shepherd's faithful Dog, crept closely by his side. 

V. 

When Spring in gaudy dress would be. 

Sporting across the meadows green. 
He kept his master company, 

And all amid the fiow*rs was seen -, 
Now barking loud, now pacing fast. 
Now, backward he a look would cast, • * 
And now, subdu*d and weak, with wanton play. 
Amid ^e waving grass^ the Shepberd s Dog would stay. 
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VI. 



Now, up the rugged path would he 

The steep hills summit slowly gain. 
And still be chearfiil company. 

Though shivVing in the pelting rain j 
And when the brook was frozen o*eri 
Or the deep snow conceal'd the moor. 
When the pale moon-beams scarcely ahed a ray. 
The Shepherd's faithful Dog, would mark the dangVoas 
way. 

VIL 

On Sunday, at the old Yew Tree, 
Which canopies the church -yard stile, 
Forc'd from his master s company. 

The faithful Trim would mope awhile ; 
For then his master's only care 
Was the loud Psalm, or fervent PrayV, 
And, 'till the throng the church-y^ path retrod. 
The Shepherd » patieat guards lay Btlent cm the sod 
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vm. 

Near their small bovel stood a tree. 
Where Trim was cv*ry raoming formd— 

Waiting his master's company. 
And looking wistfc^y arornid ; 

And if, along the upland mead. 

He heard him tune l!he merry reed, 

O, then ! Ver hedge and ditch, thro* brake and Imar, 

Ike 8hepf]eri*8 dog would i>a^, with^eycsihat seem'd 
on fire. 

K. 

And now he pac'd the valley, free, 

And now he boffiided d^the dew. 
For well his master- 8 company 

Would recompence his t<Mfl he knew 5 
And where a rippling rill was seen 
Flashing the woody brdras between, 
Feaftnt 0f<ckiQger, thm' the Incki tide, 
TiseSlie^fa«rd*« eager dog, 'ydping with joy, wodd ^de. 
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X. 

Full many a year, the same wa« be 

His love siill stronger every day. 
For, in his master*s company. 

He had giy>wn old, and very grey i 
And now bis sight grew dim : and slow 
Up the rough mountain he would go, 
And his loud bark, wfaicb all the Tillage knew; 
Witb ev'ry ¥ra8ting hour, more &mt, aadpeeriBh grew. 

One mom, to the low mead went ka^ 

Rous'd from his tbresboKi-bed to meet 
A gay and lorcUy company t 

The Sun was bright, the- air was aw«ot). 
CXd Tkim was w^tohfid of bm QWt, 
His master's flocks w«r9 Attdinf tbeftj 
And, fearful oi tl^ bounds^ ht ydpiogatood 
JEkoetub. a willow Tmt> tfefift W9V*4 acvw tbe flood. 
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XIL 

Old Trim was urg'd to wrath -, for he 

Was guardian of the meadow bounds j 
And, heedless of the company. 

With angry snarl attack*d the hounds ! 
Some felt his teeth, though they were old. 
For still his ire was fierce and bold. 
And ne*er did valiant chieftain feel more strong 
Xhan the Old Shepherd*8 dog, when daring foes among. 

XIII. 

The Sun was setting o*er the Sea 

The breezes murmuring sad, andslow^ 
When a gay lordly company. 

Came to the Shepherd's hovel low ; 
Their arm*d associates stood around ^ 

The sheep-cote fence's narrow bound. 
While its pdor master heard, with fix'd despair. 
That Trim, his friend, deem'd mad, was doom'd to perish 
there ! 
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XIV. 

The kind old Shepherd wept, for he 
Had no such guide, to mark his way. 

And kneeling pray'd the company. 
To let hin> live, his Kttle day I 
For many a year my Dog has been 
The only friend these eyes have seeo, 

*' We both arc old and feeble^ he and I— , 

" Together we have liv'd, together let us die 1 , ■ "»> 

XV. 

" Behold his dim, yet speaking eye I 

" Which ill befits his visage grim 
*' He cannot from your anger flf, \ 

" For slow and feeble is old Trim ! 
'' He looks, as though he fain would speak, 
" His beard is white— his voice is weak— 
*' He IS kotmadI O! then, in pi^ spare 
^* The o&ly watchful £rieD49 of mysmalliliBeQr'Cflfel^ 
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XYK 

The Shepherd c«8s'4)o 9pe»k>^ for Hb 

Leant on bis. xpaple. MaC subdued -, 
While pity touch'd th^ coipp^y^ 

And all> poor Tkim witk sorrc^W' view'd : 
Nine days, upon a willow bed 
Old Trim wan doofu'd to hy his be«d> ' 
Oppressed and Mver d from hii master > dQ(ir> 
Enough tttaiake kim «Ai>-<*were ho not $o before ^ 

XVII. 

But not fcn^aken y^ was be» 

For cv'ry mona, H peep of day^ 
To keep his dd friend: emxf^nf. 

The lonely Shepherd bent bia way : 
A little bout, ecrois the stream^ 
Which glitter'd m the mmny beam. 
Borehim^ whne fofiino longer could aiinofri 
Whcve Twof stood ydpiPg loud, tnd AMiofflr vip with 
joy I 
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XVIII. 

Six days had pass*d and still was he 

Upon the island left to roam^ 
When on the stream a withered tree 

Was gliding rapid midst the foam I 
The little Boat now onward prest, 
Danc'd o'er the river's bounding breast, 
TiU dash'd. impetuous, 'gainst the old tree's side. 
The Shepherd plung*dand jgroan'd, then sunk amid the 
tide. 

XIX. 

Old Trim, now doom'd his friend to see 

Beating the foam with wasted breath> 
Resolv*d to bear him company, 

£*en in the icy arms of death ; 
Soon with exulting cries he bore 
His feeble master to the shore. 
And, standing o'er him, howFd in cadence sad, 
Vor, fear and fondness, now, had nearly made him mad. 

B 
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XX. 

Together^ still their flocks they tend^ 

More happy than the proudly great ; 
The Shepherd has no other friend'-^ 

No Lordly hotne> no bed of state ! 
But on a pallet^ clean and low. 
They hear> unmov*d> the wild winds blow^ 
And though they ue*er another spring may seex 
The $h^erd» and tua Dog, are cbeaifiil company^ 
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THB 

FUGITIVE. 



Oft have I se^n yon Solitary Man 

Pacing the upland meadow. On his brow 

Sits melancholy^ mark*d with delcent pride. 

As it would fly the busy^ taunting world. 

And feed upon reflection. Sometimes, near 

The foot of an did Tree, he takes his seat 

And with the page of legendary lore 

Cheats the dull hoar, while Evening's sober eye 

Looks tearful ad it closes. In the dell 

By the swift brodi he loiters> sad and mute. 

Save when a Struggling Agjti, half ttmfmur'd, fteda 
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From his wrung bosom. To the rising moon. 
His eye rais'd wistfully, expression fraught. 
He pours the cherished anguish of his Soul, 
Silent yet eloquent : For not a sound » 
That might alarm the night's lone centinel. 
The dull-eyed Owl, escapes his trembling lip. 
Unapt in supplication. He is young. 
And yet the stamp of thought so tempers youth. 
That all its fires are faded. What is He ? 
And why, when morning sails upon the breeze. 
Fanning the blue hiil*» summit, does he stay 
LoitVing and sullen, like a Truant boy. 
Beside the woodland glen ; or stretched along 
On the green slope, watch his slow wasting form 
Refleded, trembling, on the river*s breast ? 

His garb is coarse and threadbare, and his cheek 
Is prematurely faded. The cbeck*d tear. 
Dimming }iis dark eye's lustre, seems to say, 
" Xbis vqrM is now, to me, a barren wastej, 
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*' A desart, full of weeds and wounding thorns, 

" And I am weary : for my journey here 

" Has been^ though shorty but chearless.** Is it so ? 

Poor Traveller ! Oh tell me, tell me all — 

For I, like thee, am but a Fugitive 

An alien from delight, in this dark scene I 

And, now I mark thy features, I behold 
The cause of thy complaining. Thou art here 
A persecuted Fxile ! one, whose soul 
Unbow*d by guilt, demands no patronage 
From blunted feeling, or the frozen hand 
Of gilded Ostentation. Thou, poor Priest ! 
Art here, a Stranger, from thy kindred torn— 
Thy kindred massacred i thy quiet home. 
The rural palace of some village scant, 
€helter*d by vineyards, Girted by fair meads. 
And by the music of a shallow rill 
Made e> er chearful, now thou hast exchanged 
For stranger woods and yaUies. 



What of that ! 
Here^ or on torrid desarts : o*er the world 
Of trackless waves^ or on the frozen cliffs 
Of black Siberia^ thou art nqt alone ! 
For there> on each^ on all> The Deitt 
Is thy companion still 1 Then> exiled Maw ! 
Be chearful as the Lark that o*er yon hill 
In Nature's la|igviage, wild^ yet musical^ 
Hails the Creator ! nor thus^ ^qllenly 
Bepine^ that^ through the day^ the sunny beam 
Of lusfrous fortune gilds the palace Topf^ 
While thy short p^thj in thi^ wild labyrinth^ 
Is lo§t in tr^i^^ieAt $hado>y. 

Who, that lives. 
Hath not his portion of (calamity ? 
Who, that feels, can boast a tranquil bosom ? 
The fever, thrplpibing in the Tyrajot's veins 
In quick, strong language, tells the daring wretch 
That He is ny^rtal, Uke the poooDcst &lave 
Who wears his chain, yet healthfully suspires. 
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The sweetest Rose will wither, while the storm 
Passes the mountain thistle. The bold Bird, 
Whose strong eye braves the ever burning Orb, 
Falls like the Summer Fly, and has at most. 
But his allotted sojourn. Exiled Man ! 
Be chearful ! Thou art not a fugitive 1 
All are thy kindred — all thy brothers, here— 
The hoping— trembling Creatures— of one God I 
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THE 



HAUNTED BEACH. 



Upon a lonely desart Beach 

Where the white foam was scatter*d, 
A little shed uprear*d its head 

Though ]ofty Barks were shatter*d. 
The Sea-weeds gath*ring near the door^ 

A sombre path display'd ^ 
And, all around> the deaTning roar, 
Re-echo*d on the chalky shore^ 

By the green billows made. 
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Above, a jutting cliff was seen 

Where Sea Birds hover'd, craving ; 
And all around, the craggs were bound 

With weeds— for ever waving. 
And here and there, a cavern wide 

Its shadowy jaws displayed ; 
And near the sands, at ebb of tide, 
A shiver*d mast was seen to ride 

Where the green billows strayM. 

And often, while the moaning wind 

Stole o*er the Summer Ocean -, 
The moonlight scene, was all serene. 

The waters scarce in motion : 
Then, while the smoothly slanting sand 

The tall cliff wrapped in shade. 
The Fisherman beheld a band 
Of Spe6tres, gliding hand in hand— - 

Where the green billows play *d. 
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And pa] e their faces wcfa'e, as. SQOW^ • 

And sullenly they wandw'd : 
And to the skies with hollow eyes 

They look'd as though they ponder'd. 
And sometimes, from their hammock shroud. 

They dismal howlings made. 
And while the blast blew strong and loud 
The clear moon mark'd the ghastly croud, 

Where the green billows play'd ! 

And then, above the haunted hut 

The Curlews screaming hover' d ; 
And the low door with furious roar 

The frothy breakers cover'd. 
For, in the Fisherman s lone shed 

A MUfiDER*o Man was laid. 
With ten wide gashes in his head 
And deep was made his sandy bed 

Where the green billows play'd. 
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A Shipwrecked Mariner was he, 

Doom*d from his home to sever i 
Who swore to be thro' wind and. sea 

Firm and undaunted ^er ! 
And when the wave resistless roll'd. 

About his arm he made 
A packet rich of Spanish gold. 
And, like a British sailor, bold, 

Plung'd, where the biUows pla)r'4 • 

The Spedre band, his messmates brave 

Sunk in the yawning ocean. 
While to the maat he lash*d hitn fast 

And brav'd the storm*s commotion. 
The winter nxpoo, upon the sand 

A silvVy carpet made. 
And mark*d the Sailor reach the land. 
And mark*d his murdVer wash his hand 

Where the green billows play'd« 
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And since that hour the Fisherman 

Has toird and toiKd in vain ! 
For all the night> the moony light 

Gleams on the spe&er*d main I 
And when the skies are veii*d in gloom^ 

The MurdVer s liquid way 
Bounds o*er the deeply yawning tomb. 
And flashing fires the sands illume. 

Where the green billows play ! 

FuU thirty years his task has been. 

Day after day more weary ; 
For Heav'n designed, his guilty mind 

Should dwell on prospeds dreaiy. 
Bound by a strong and mystic chain. 

He has not pow*r to stray ; 
But, destin*d mis'iy to sustain, 
He wastes, in Solitude and Pain-« 

A loathsome life away« 
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OLD BARNARD, 

A MONKISH TALE. 



Old Barnard waa still a lusty hind. 
Though his age was full fourscore ; 

And he us*d to go 

Thro* hail and snow. 

To a neighb 'ring town. 

With hb old coat brown. 
To beg, at his Grandson's door ! 

Old Barnard briskly jogg*d along. 
When the hail and snow did fall ; 
And, whatever the day. 
He was alwa3r8 gay. 
Did the broad Sun glow. 
Or the keen wind blow,. 
While he begg*d in bis Grandson's Hall. 
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His GRANl)s6t^ was a Sqtiire^ atod he 
Had houses^ and land8> and gdd ; 

And a coach beside. 

And horses to ride> 

And a do^ny bed 

lb repose his hciad, 
And he felt not the wintei^s €old. 



Old Barnard had neither hoUsie nor lands^ 
Nor gold to buy warm arr^ ^ 

Nor a coach to carry, 

Hb old bones' weanry 

Nor beds of feather 

In freeang wiaatheri 
To sleep the long nighti aw^r. 
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But Baui ARD a qiiiet coDdcieUce had. 
No guile did his boiom know* } 

And when £v*ning d<»*di 

His old bonea repos'd, 

Tho* the wintry bbst 

0*er his hovel past> 
And he slept, while the winds cBdblow I 



Bat hia Gbahim oi^, he could sever d^ 
Till the Sun began to> riae ; 
For a fev*rish pain 
Oppressed his bram. 
And he fear*d some enl 
And drtam^d ef the Deva^ 

Whenever he dasd has eyes ! 
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And whenever' he feasted the rich and gzy. 
The Devil still: had his joke ; 

For however rare 

The sumptuous fare^ 

When the sparkling glass 

Was seen to pass,-— 
He was fearful the draught would choke ! 



And whenever, in fine and costly geer^ 
The Squire wet^t forth to ride : 

The owl would cry. 

And the raven, fly 

Across his road, 

Whib. the sluggish toad 
Would crawl by his Falfi7*8 side. 
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And he could not commatid the Sonny ddyi' 
For the rain would wet hitn through i 

And the wind would ^blow 

Where his nag did gp^ • 

And the thunder xosr. 

And the torrent^ poar. 
And he felt the chilJi jgyeding dew. 



And the cramp would wring his youthful bones. 
And would make him groan aloud ; 

And the dodor^s art 

Could not cure the heart. 

While the conscience still 

Was o*ercharg'd with ill ; 
And he dreara'd of the pick*axe and shrotidr 
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Since s6 p^0ry ikiAHiS iM ^as he ? 

Attheddte'^da^, 
*' I havetlttiie ttb MWrig 
'* To the^WW&'or ttrbftgi 
'' And so, liB«iV€Jift Idok kind dti nier 



Dub higbt)' the^j^iiiAMibioii liied himldhhv 
To a MoKK> titot liv*d haird by 5 

*'0! Fatl^ r*^ i*id he, 

'' I am cOfibe i6 tk^, 

^'Fotm^ittkof^i 

'' And wouldf Ifaiti l:^fh 
*< ^YeJpM me^ blifbrt I die !'' 
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f' I lauBl fp^y for jroiui Soul |. the .MOtNKxeplied^ 
'* But wm 8jse yif^u tO^menO^ €le AooD'l 

Then the Mq^% flow MHught 

To Old Bi&H ard'4 gai»; 

And be badb hkdl^ast^ 

0*€lr Ifae deny 'waaie^ 
By the li^t of this woning Moaiiy* 



In the M(Hi1(iBb cell did old BdiiKAiiil wiit> 
And his QftAiffDaoK went thither aooD'ic . 

In ^habkof gi^ 

Ere the dawn of daj^ 

With a ix»wland crof0> 

On the'AiU df fltoss. 
He knelt by the light of the Moon. 
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y Ol AAre me> Father I** the Gxavdson cried 
'' For the DenVu waiting for me ! 
'' I have robb*d the poor, 
'' I hate: dint mf door. 
And kept oat the good 
When th^ wanted food^ — 
" And I come iotmy pardon, to Thee/* 



€€ 
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'«^6et home young Smner;*^ Old Barnaxd said, 
'' And your Oramdsirb quicklj see ; 

*• Ghe inm half your store, 

*' For heV old, and poor, 

'' And avert each evil 

'' And cheat the Devil,—* 
^ By making hun rich as ibee. 
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The SauiRB obey*d ; and Old Barnard now 
Is rescued from every evil : 

For he fean no wrongs 

From the weak or strong. 

And the Squire ean snore, . 

When the loud winds roar. 
For he dreams no more df the Devil ! 
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Tbe HERMIT tf MOifT-JbLANC. 



lift I mlJiiifc 



High^ on the Solitude of Alpine Hills^ 
0*er-topping the grand imag'ry of Nature, 
Where one eternal winter seem'd to reign. 
An Hermits threshold, carpetted with moss. 
Diversified the Scene. Above the flakes 
Of silv'ry snow, full many a modest flowV 
Peep*d through its icy veil, and blushing ope'd 
Its variegated hues 5 The Orchis sweet, 
The bloomy Cistus, and the fragrant branch 
Of glossy Myrtle. In his rushy cell. 
The lonely Anchoret consumed his days. 
Unnoticed, and unblest. In early youth. 



CnQM*d in I tlie fond affe£doii8 of hi^ «oid 
By fiilae Ambition^ from fab parent home 
He^ soUtarjr, wander'd^ while the Maid 
Whose peerless beauty won bis yielduig ^eait 
Pined in monastic hon'on ! Near his sill 
A little cross he rear'd, where, prostrate lim 
At. day V pale glimpse, or when the setting 8im 
Tissued the western aky, with streamy ^old. 
His Orisons be pour*d> for her, whose hoans. 
Were wastedin. oblivion. Winters paisi'd, 
Aod SufnmeiB'fiided, slow, nncbeady aU 
To the ^Qoe HaxkiT's joriows : For, stiU, hmnb 
A dark, though unpdluted altar, searU 
On the white waste of wonders ! 

Jitan^ieipeak 
Which mark*d his iieighb'ring Hut, bis: humid J^e 
Oft -wandered o^er the rich expanse below ) • 
Oft traced the glow of vegetating Spring, 
31^ iuU'iblown Summer splendours, and .the hue 
Of tawny scenes Autmnnal : Yin^afds ras^ 



88 

Clothing the Inland scene, and spreading vide 
The promised tide ne&areous -, while for him 
The liquid lapse of the slow brook was seen 
Flashing amid the trees, its silv'iy wave I 
Far distant, the blue, mist of waters rose 
Veilingi the rtdg}r outline, faintly grey. 
Blended with, clouds, and shutting out the Sun. 
The Seasons still revolrd, and still was he 
Bf allforgotteti, s^ve by her, whose breast 
Sigh'd.ih responsive sadness to the gale 
That swqit her .prison turrets. Five long years. 
Had seen his graces wither «re his Spring 
Of ]ife was wasted* . From the social scenes 
Of human energy an alien dfiv'n, ^ 

He dmostliad forgot the face of Man.-^ 
No Y<HCe had met his ear, save, when perchance 
The Pilgrim wand*rer, or the Goatherd Swain, f 
Bewilder'd in the starless midnight hour ' 

Implored the Hbemit*s aid, the Hexmit*« pra/fs ; 
And nothing loath by pity or by pray r 
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Was he, to save the wretched. On the t(^ 
Of his low rushy Dome, a tinkling bell 
Oft told the weary Trav'ller to approadi 
Fearless of danger. The small silver sound 
In quick vibrations echo*d down the dell 
To the dim valley's quiet, while the breeze 
Slept on the ^assy Lbihak. Thus he past 
Hb melancholy days, ah alien Man 
From all the joys of social intercoaive. 
Alone, nnpitied, . by the woiid forgdt I 

His Scrip each morning bore the day's repast 
Gathered on smmmts, mingling with the donds. 
From whose bleak altitude the Eye look*d down ' 
While fast the giddy brain was rock'd'by fear* 
Oh would he start from visionary rest 
When roaming wdives their midnight chortu howf dj 
Or blasts infuriate shatter'd the white diffii, • ' 
While the huge fragments, rifted by the stonn, 
Hung*d to the ddl bdow. Oft w<ndd he ait 



la sile9t 994t)efvi on tb^JDltlog Upck 
Of snow-ciHareM^,ia^,; giifi^ /ihud4*ripg.inack 
(Amid the, i^fli^yft rf tjlife fiwpn world) 
Dia8olviiig,jifraTO4f> .»pd lbreat»ai»gpea^ 
Hang o'er i)]^ bpy^, ^ffrlWy StthUow. 

i 

And oft> m\¥S» fiummeyr br€8tb*d aoibraiial galps. 
Soft sailing o*er -tfi*^ fw$fite. cif priolleifi dow 
Or twilight |^MlM90r» bis pensive gaee 
Trac*d the s^vj^,f0r0:«dvan€iQg> nrJhofie brgod^taing 
Blacken*d the rushy dome of his low Hut ; 
Whil^ tibepglft listing $mote. iftci pa^m top 
Of IW'lipgrCPW^ ;4<^tti^Wig.Wg^ HftdiWidft 
A «pj{(jt i)f tw?y.felQW. Then would he hear> 
( Wh^ ]4ff|i!|^T ^Q^ght to view bia happaer days) 
The tumbling lioiTeptj bnrsUng wildly foiith 
J^V^\\A thftw*4|ffwop, swtBep the sbaggy difF 
Vast anid.^upondpus ! strengthening as it fdU 
An44^»^ jQi«d the snow, ^cavc^rude! 
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So Hv'd the Hekmit, like an hivdf-Tree 

Plac*d on a mountain's solitaTf brow. 

And destined, thro* the Seasons, to endure 

Theu: wond'rous changes. To b^dd tlie fece 

Of efisr^-iraiyiiig Nature, and to ipadc 

In each gv^nd lineament, the work of God ! 

And happier Im^ in total Solitude 

Than the poor leil-wom wretch, w^bose ardent Soul 

That GroD has mMf organizVl, but taught, - ' 

For purposes unknown, to bear the icourge 

Of sharp adrershy, ' and vulgar pride. 

Hapfier, O! happier &r, than Aose who feel. 

Yet live amongst the imfodiag I feeding still t 

The the^^inf heart, wilhafngui^ or wi& Scom. 

One drsaiy night when Winter^s 4i^ braath 
Half petrified the scene, when not a star 
Gleam*d o'er the black infinity of space« 
Sudden, Che Hmnnr started from hf« ooueh 
Fear-stmck'Bnd trembling ! Sv*iy lirnb was ahoc^ 
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With painfcd agitation. On his cl^ek 
The blanched snteiipret^ (^horror mate 
Sat tenibly impressive ! In his breast 
The ruddy fount df life convalsive flowed 
And his broad efes, fix*d motionlest as deaths 
(jaz*d vacantly aghast ! His feeble lamp 
Was wasting rapidly ; the biting gale 
Fierc'd the thin texture of his narrow cell ; 
And Sileiicey like a fearful centinel 
Marking the peril which awaited hear, 
ConspirM with sullen Nighty to wrap the scene 
In tenfold horrors. Thrice he rose; and thriee 
Hb feet reeoii'd ; and still the livid flame 
Lengthen'd and quivered aiB the moving wind 
Pass'd thro* the rushy crevice, while hb heart 
Beat, like the death-watch, in his shudd'ring bre^. 

like the pale Image of Despair he sat. 

The cold drops pacing down his hoUow dieek. 

When ajdeq> groan assail 'd his staiPtled ear. 
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And rous*d him into adion. To tbe sin 
Of hit low hovel he ra8h*d forth> (for fear 
Will sometimes take the shape of fortitude. 
And force men into brav^) and soon 
The wicker bolt unfastened. The swift blast. 
Now unrestrained, flew by 5 and in its course 
The quiv ring lamp extingutsh'd, and again 
His soul was tbriU'd with terror.. On he went, 
£*en to the snow-lring*d margin of the cragg; 
Which to his citadel a platform made 
Slipp'r}:.aiid perilous 1 Twas darkness, all I 
AH, soUtary gloom !-<-*The concave vast 
Of Heav*n frown*d chaos; for all varied things 
Of air, and earth, and waters, blended, lost 
Their forms, in blank oblivion 1 Yet not k»g 
Did Nature wear her sable panoply. 
For, while the Hermit listcn*d, from below 
A streacD of light ascended, spreading round 
A partial view, of tradkless. solitudes I 
And mingling yoi«es 8eciii*d» with busy hsm. 
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To break the spell jbf honk$r«. Do«i^ the steefi ' 

The HB£«tiT hasteo*tl^ when a shriek of death 

Re-echobd to the valle)^. A.3 he £ew; 

(The treacherous pathway yteldttig to his speedy) 

Half lioplngk half despairing, to the scetu^ - 

Of i^Fonder-wiaking angutbh^ sUddfexily 

The toridies Iwrere lextihd ; and second night 

Came^ doubljr hideous, Mdiile tiie hbUovr tt>ngu»k ' 

OfcaTem-d'wlnds> with nielahchdy sound 

Increas'd the Hbrkit's fba». Four frbcsing hodrs 

He watdh^d md finif^d : aiid now the ^limm'riogdawn 

Peered on the Eastern •SuhiiBtis 5 (the blue light 

Shdddkig bold hiBtre on the colder brows 

Of Alpilie ddiartii i) while ithe fihny Wing 

Of ippeei^ing: T«9iQighty swept like naked pkins 

Of the Lombaidian landboape. 

Oh hb knees 
The AfifCBomBT bkat Rew% that he kad *8C^>*d 
The oiany percUui and feiiifol falls 
Of WiteAinldiUidrfQiiiiqiV iUBiUinitfi^ \ 
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From' ih^ ^gg*^ ahittMie^ Btit, «r« his finftn 
Rose t^ th^it destined Haav's, another sight;^ 
Thsi^ all preceding far mor^ tetrihle. 
Palsied derotioh*# ardour. Oti the Stid^y 
D^led v^kh ktibjr drops, a ttsidk was ttiadk 
By steps precij^talfe 5 a iUggcd path 
Dd^n ^ sle^p ^oden ch^siH hdd «iiftHs:*d iM fob' 
(Xtifomis tiight ttraveller^ whtose bldediiig ibfrm 
Had toppled fixHti the S^immit. Lower' af^ 
The Ancho&M dete<0Rded> 'tillHafrired > ' 
At th6 fittt ildge (^ silv*)ry battldmemsv - 

Wh^^, liM^dtt, • ghas% paltfr iMti tile 8&'c^ ^ 
On whieh her eheek repos'd^ hn i^uiilvg MSk! -^^ 
Sle^ in the dream of D^ath 1 Ffsm^ tod #ilA' ^ ^ 
He bla^^'d h^ ItSff^BglbM, aiidl^d^^ WiAtlIdh 
Thd mt«l 'of h<*r botom>''-4d)r ^id-»i 
Yek%^MtMilinld «p^^tes^. 

Now, afar 
The wondVing Hermit heard the clang of arms 
Re-echoing from the valley : the white difi 
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Trembled as though an Earthquake shook their base 
With terrible concussion ! Thund nng peals 
From warfare^ brazen throat, proclaimed th* approach 
Of conquering legbns : onward they extend 
Their dauntless columns ! In the foremost group 
A Ruffian met the Hbrmit*s startled Eyes 
Like Heirs worst Demon ! For his murd'rous hands 
Were smear'd with gore 5 and on his daring breast 
A golden cross, suspended, bore the name 
Of his ill-fated Vidim ! — Anchoret ! 
Thy Yestai, Saint, by his unhallow'd hands 
Tom from Relio{on*s Altar, had been made 
The sport <^ a dark Fiend, whose recreant Soul 
Ha4 sham'd the caijise of Valour ! To his cell 
The Soul-struck Exile tum'd hia trembling feet. 
And after three lone weeks, ,<^pain and pray'r. 
Shrunk from the scene of Solitude— and died I 



97 



DEBORAH'S PARROT, 

ji VILLAGE TALE. 



Twas in a litde western town 

An ancient Maiden dwelt : 
Her name was Miss> or Mistress, Brown, 

Or Desorah, or Debby : She 

Was doom'd a Spinster pure to be. 
For soft delights her breast ne*er felt : 
Yet, she had watAfial Ears and Eyes 

For ev*ry youthful neighbour. 
And never did she cease to labour 
A tripping female to surprize. 
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And why was she so wondVous pure. 
So stiff, so solemn — so demure ? 
Why did afie watch with so much care 
The roving youth, the wand'riijg fair ? 
The tattler. Fame, has said that she 
A Spinster's life had long detested, 
"But *twas her quiet destiny. 
Never to be molested !— 
And had Miss Dbbby's form been grac*d. 
Fame adds, — She had not been sp chaste y 
Qnt since for frailty she would roam. 
She ne*er was taught-r^to look at icme. 

Miss Dp«jBY wa3 of Bdien demure 

And Uu9h*d> like any maid ! 
She could not saucy man endure 

Lest she should be betray'd ! 
She never fail'd at dance or fair 
To watch the wily lurcher's snare -, 
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At Church, $he was a model Godiy ! 
Though sometimes she had other e3ref . 
Than those, uplifted to the skies. 

Leering most oddljr 1 
And Scandal, ever busy, thought 
She rarely practic'd — what she taught 

Her dress was always stiff brocade. 

With laces broad and dear ; 
Fine Cobwebs ! that wodd thiaiy shade 

Her shrivelled cheek of saUow hue. 
While, like a Spider, her keen eye» 

Which never shed soft pity's tear. 
Small holes in odiers geer cou^d spy. 
And microscopic follies, prying view. 
And ;9ordy vex*d was evry simple thing 
That wandered near her nev^-iiring sting ! 
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Miss Debbt had a Parrot^ who. 

If Fame speaks true^ 
Ck)uld prate, and tell what neighbours did. 
And yet the saucy rogue was never chid ! 
Sometimes, he talked of rbving Spouses 
Who wander*d from their quiet houses : 
Sometimes, he call'd a Spinster pure 
By names, that Virtue caQ*t indure ! 
And sometimes told an ancient Dame 
Such tales as made her blush with shame ! 
Then gabbled how a giddy Miss 
Would give the boist'rous Squire a kiss ! 
But chiefly he was taught to cry, 
Who with tJbe Parson toy J ? OfieT 

This little joke. Miss Debby taught him. 
To vex a young and pretty neighbour ; 
But by her scandal-zealous labour 
To shame she brought him ! 
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For^ the Old Paakot^ like his teacher 
Was but a false and canting preacher^ 
And many a gamesome pair had sworn 
Such lessons were not to be borne. 

At last> Miss Debby sore was flouted 
And by her angry neighbours scouted ; 
She never knew one hour of rest. 
Of evVy Saucy Boor, the jest : 
The young despised her, and the Sage 
Look'd back on Time's impartial page ; 
They knew that youth was giv n to prove 

The season of extatic joy. 
That none but Cynics would destroy. 

The early buds of Love. 
They also knew that Debby sigh*d 
For charms that envious Time deny*d -, 
That she was vex*d with jealous Spleen 
That Hymen pass'd her by, unseen. 
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For though the St^instei^s wealth t^as known> 
Gold will not prorchdse Love— -db»^. 
She^ and her FA^BRdr^ now were thought 
The torments of thcit Kttle Sphere j 
He, because mischievously taught. 
And She, because a nDiaid austere I— 
In short, she deem*d it wise t6 leare 
A Place, where ridne remain'd, to grieve; 

Soon, to a distant town removed. 

Miss Dbb&y*8 gold an husband bought i 
And all she had her PAHROt taught, 
(Her Parrot now no more belov'd,) 
Was quite forgotten. But, alas ! 
As Fate would have it come td pass. 
Her Spouse was giv'n to jealous rage. 
For, both in Petsd/H and in Age, 
He was the partner of his love, 
Ordain*d her second Self td prove 1 
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One day, Old Jbnkivs had beeti oat 

With merry ^endt to dine. 
And, freely talking, had, nadoabt 

fieen also free with wine. 
One said, of all the wanton gay 
In the whole parish search it round. 
None like the Parson could be found. 

Where a frail Maid was in the way. 
Another thought the Parson sure 
To win the heart of maid or wife ; 
And would have freely pledg*d his life 
That young, or old, or rich or poor 

None could defy 
The magic of hb roving eye ! 

Jenkins went home, but all the night 
He dream*d of this strange tale ! 

Yet, bless*d his stars ! with proud delight, 
Hb partner was not young, nor fr^il. 
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Next morning, at the breakfast tabie« 
The Parrot^ loud as he was Me, 
Was heard repeatedly to cry, 
IF^ tvitb the Parson tcy'd f OJU r 

Old Jfnkims listed/ and grew palei 

The Parrot then, more loudly screamed. 
And Mistress Jenkins heard the tale 

And much alarm'd she seemed ! 
Trembling she tried to stop his breath. 
Her lips and cheek as pale as death I 
The more she trembled, still the more 
Old Jenkins view'd her o'er and o'er j 
And now her yellow cheek was spread 
With blushes of the deepest red. 

And now again the Parrot's Tale 
Made his old Tutoress doubly pale y 
!l?or cowardice and guilt, they say 
Are the twin brothers of the soul \ 
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So Mistress Jbnkins^ her dismay 

Could not controul ! 
While the accuser, now grown bold. 
Thrice o*er, the talc of mischief told. 

Now Jbnkins fiom the table rose, 
" Who with the Parson iaydK he cried. 
" So Mistress Frailty, you must play, 
*' And sport, your wanton hour& away. 
•' And with your gold, a pretty joke. 
You thought to buy a pleasant cloak f 
A screen to hide your shame — ^but know 
" I will not blind to ruin go.— 
I am no modem Spome, dy'e see. 
Gold will not gild disgrace, with me V* 
Some say he seized his fearful bride. 

And came to blows ! 
Day af^er day, the contest dire 
Augmented, with resistless ire ! 
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And many a drubbing Dibbt bought 
For mischief^ she her Parrot taught ! 

Thus, Slander turns against its maker ) 
And if this iittle Story reaches 
A Spinster, who her Parrot teaches. 

Let her a better task pursue, 

And here, the certain Vengeance view 
Which surely will, in time, o^eatakk hsr. 
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Tbe NEGRO GIRL. 



I. 
Dark was the dawn> and o er tbe deep 

The boist*rous whirlwinds blew ; 
The Sea-bird wheel'd its circling sweep^ 

And all was drear to view — 
When on the beach that binds the western shore 
The love-lorn Zblma stood^ listening the tempest's roar. 

II. 
Her eager Eyes beheld the main^ 

While on her Draco dear 
She madly call*d^ but called in vain. 

No sound could Draco hear. 
Save the shrill yelling of the £itefiil blailj 
While ev'xy: Seaman a heart, ^^ukk abudder*d iiilpast 
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III. 
White were the billows^ wide displayed 

The clouds were black and low ; 
The Bittern shriek*d^ a gliding shade 

Seemed o*er the waves to go ! 
The livid flash illum*d the clamVous main. 
While Zelm A pour*d, unmark*d> her melancholy strain. 

IV. 
" Be still !** she cried, " loud tempest cease ! 

*' O ! spare the gallant souls : 
" The thunder rolls — the winds increase— 

" The Sea, like mountains, rolls ! 
*' While, from the deck, the storm -worn vidims leap, 
'^ And o*er their struggling limbs, the furious billows sweep. 

V. 
" O ! barbVous PowV ! relentless Fate ! 

" Does Heav*n*s high will decree 

That some should sleep on beds of state,-— 

'^ Some, in the roaring Sea ? 

Some, Durs'd in splendour, deal Oppression's blow, 
^ Whfle wordi and Dbaco pine«-in Slavery and woe ! 
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VI. 

'' Yon Vessel oft has ploughed the main 

*' With human traffic fraught 5 

Its cargo,— our dark Sons of pain— 

'' For worldly treasure bought ! 

What had they done ?— O Nature tell me why—* 

Is taunting scorn the lot, of thy dark progeny ? 

VII. 

Thou gav*st, in thy caprice, the Soul 
Peculiarly enshrin'd ; 
*' Nor from the ebon Casket stole 

*' The Jewel of the mind 1 
" Then wherefore let the suflF'ring NjCgro's hrczai 
** Bow to his fellow^ man, in brighter colours drest 

VIII. 
'' Is it the dim and glossy hue 

'' That marks him for despair ?— 
'^ While men with blood their hands^embrue^ 

" And mock the wretch's pray'r ? • 
" Shall guiltless Slavey the Scourge of tyrants feci, 
" And, e'en before their God ! unheard^ m^itied kned. 



44- 



IK. 

'^ Could the proud rulers of the land 

'' Our Sable race behold ; 

Some bow*d by torture's Giant hand 
And others^ basdj sold ! 

Then would th^ pity Slaves^ and cry, wi^ ehame^ 
" WhateVsr tli«r tints may be, their Souls »:e«till the 
same! 

X. 
*< Why seek to mock the Ethiop*s face ? 

*' Why goad our hapless kind ? 
'* Can features alienate the race— 

** b there no kindred mind ? 
^'Does not the cheek which vaunts ihe roseate hue 
'' Oft blush for crimes, that Ethiops never knew ? 

XL 
" Behold ! the angry waves conspire 

" To check the barbVous toil ! 
'' While wounded Nature's vengeful ire — 

•* Roars, round this trembling Isle! 
* And jMffk I her voice re-echoes in the wind — 
'' Man was not form*dby fleav n, to trample on his kind ! 
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XH. 
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Torn from my Mother*s addog biietst 

*' My Tyrant sought my love— 
'' But, in the Grave shall Zblma rest, 

" E'er she will faithless prove— 
'^ No D«ACQ !— -Hiy companion I will be 
** To j^hat celestisd realm, where Negros sfa^te flte ! 

xin. 

The Tyrant white mav taught my iiiiadf*«^ 

*^ The lettered pdge to trace j^^ 

He taught ipc in the Soui lo £iid 

*' No tint, as in the face : 
*'. He hade loy Reasoui blossomlike the itrg e »» » 
'^ 3at fond affedion gare, the rip^n'd frails to4kee. 

XIV. 
" With jealous rage he marked my love 5 

*' He sent thee ftr away ;— 
*' And prisoE^'d in the plantain grove— 

" Poor ZELMA.|ra0s'd the day— 
'' But ere the moon rose high above tiienain, 
** Zsf.|iA» and Love eonlrtv d, to bseak the tyrant's 
chain. 
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^' Swift, o'er the plain of burning Sand 
'^ My course I bent to thee j 

'' And soon' I reach*d the billowy strand 
** Which bounds the stormy Sea. — 






" Draco ! my Love ! Oh yet> thy Zblma*8 soul 
'' Springs ardently to thee,— 'impatient of controul. 

XVI. 
*' Again the lightning flashes white— 

'^ The rattling eords among ! 
'' Now, by the transient vivid light, 
I mark the frantic throng ! 
Now tq> the tatter*d shrouds my Draco flies — 
While o'er the plunging prow, the curling billows rise. 

XVII. 
The topmast falls — three shackled slaves- 
Cling to the Vessel's side I 
Now lost amid the madd'ning waves^- 
** Now on the mast they ride — 
" See 1 on the forecastle my Draco stands 
. *' And now he waves his chain, now clasps bis bleeding 
hands. 
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XVIII. 
" Why, cruel white-man ! when away 

*' My sable Love was torn. 

Why did you let poor Zbjlma stay. 

On Afric's sands to mourn ? 

No ! Zelma is not left, for she will prove 

In the deep troubled main, her fond*— her faithfiilLovB.*' 

XIX. 
The labVing Ship was now a wreck. 

The shrouds were fluttVing wide 1 
The rudder gone, the lofity deck 

Was rocked from side to side- 
Poor Zelma*s eyes now dropp*d their last big tear. 
While, from hertawny cheek, the blood recoil*d with fear« 

XX. 
Now frantic, on the sands she roam'd^ 

Now shrieking stop'd to view 
Where high the liquid mountains foam*d^ 

Around the exhausted crew — 
Till, from the deck, her Dracoes well known form 
Sprung mid the yawning waves, and buffetted the Storm« 
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XXI. 
Long^ on tbe swelling surge sustain*d 

Brave Draco sought the shore> 
Watch*d the dark Maid> but ne'er complain'dy 

Then sunk^ to gaze no more ! 
Poor Zbi^ma saw him buried by the wave— 
Alui» with her heart's true Love> plung*d in a wat*ry 
grave. 
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Tbe TRUMPETER, 

AN OLD ENGLISH TALE. 



It wa3 in the days of a gay British Eling 

(In the old fashion*d custom of merry-making) 

The Palace, of Woodstock with reveb did riiig^ 

While they sang and carous'd— -^ne and all ; 
For tbe monarch a plentiful treasury bad> 
And his Courtiers were pleas'd^ and no visage was sadj 
And the knavish and foolish with drinking were mad^ 

While they sat in the Banquetting halL 
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Some talk'd of their Valour, and some of their Race, 
And vaunted, till vaunting was black in the face > 
Some bragg'd for a title, and some for a place. 

And, like braggarts, they bragg'd one and all ! 
Some spoke of their scars in the Holy Crusade, 
Some boasted the banner of Fame they displayed. 
And some sang their Loves in the soft serenade 

As they sat in the Banquetting hall. 



And here sat a Baron, and there sat a Kdight, 
And here stood a Page in his habit all bright. 
And here a young Soldier in armour bedight 

With a Friar carous*d, one and all. 
Some play'd on the dulcimer, some on the late. 
And some, who had nothing to talk of, were mute. 
Till the Motning, awakened, put on.her grey guit-*- 

And tht Lark hover*d over the Hall. 
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It was in a vast gothic Hall that they sate^ 

And the Tables were covered with rich gilded plate^ 

And the King and his minions were toping in state. 

Till their noddles turned round, one and all :— 
And the Sun thf ough the tall painted windows 'gan peep. 
And the Vassals were sleeping, or longing to sleep. 
Though the Courtiers, still waking, their revels did keep. 

While the minstrels play d sweet, in the Hall. 



And, now in their Cups, the bold topers began 
To call for more wine, from the cellar yeoman,.. 
And, while each one replenish'd his goblet or can. 

The Monarch thus spake to them all : 
*' It is £t that the nobles do just what they please, 
'^ That the Great live in idleness, riot, and ease, 

And that those should be favor d, who mark my decrees. 
And should feast in the Banquetting Hall. 
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'^ It is fit/' said the Monarchy *' that riches should claim 
'' A passport to freedom^ to honor^ and fame^ — 

» 

" That the poor should be humble^ obedient^ and tame^ 

'' And^ in silence^ submit— one and all. 
'* That the wise and the holy should toil for the Great, 
** That the Vassals should tend at the tables of state, 
'^ That the Pilgrim should — pray for our souls at the gate 
^ While we foast in our Banquetting Hall. 



** That the low-lineag*d Cables should be scantily fod— 
^ That their drink should be small, and still smaller their 

k'ead; 
** That their wives and their daughter to ruin be led, 

'' And submit to our wDl, one and all ! 
^ It is £t, that whoever I choose to defond— 
^ Shall be courted, and foasted, and lov*d as a fnend. 
While before them the good and enlightened shall bend, 
•* While they sit in the Banquetting HalL" 
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Now the Topers grew bold, and each talk*d c^his ri^ht> 
One would fain be a Baron> another a Knight; 
And another^ (because at the Tournament fight 

He had vanquuhed his foes, one and all) 
Demanded a track of rich lands , and rich fare; 
And of stout serving Vassals a plentiful share; 
With a lasting exemption from penance and ^kf*t 
And a throne in the Banquetting HaU. 



But ONE, who had neither bten valiant nor wise. 
With a tone of importance, thus vauntingly cries, 
" My Leige he knows how a good subject to prize-* 

*' And I therefore demand— before all— 
^' I this Castle possess : and the right to maintain 
'* Five hundred stout Bowmen to follow my train, 
*' And as many strong Vassals to guard my domain 

*' As the Lord of the Banquetting Hall I 
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" I have fought with all nations^ and bled in the fields 
" See my lance is unshiver'd, tbo' batter'd my shield, 
*' I have combatted legions, yet never would yield 

*' And the Enemy fled— one and all ! 
" Ihave rescued a thousand fair Donnas, in Spain, 
'' I have left in gay France, every bosom in pain> 
^^ I havQ conquer d the Russian, the Prussian, the Dane,. 

*' And will reign in the Banquetting Hall !" 



The Monarch now rose, with majestical look. 
And his sword from the scabbard of Jewels he tooK, 
And the Castle with laughter and ribaldry shook. 

While the braggart accosted thus he : 
" I will give thee a ^ace that will suit thy demand, 
*' What to thee, is more fitting than Vassals or Land — 
" I will give thee, — what justice and valour command, 

** For a Teump£T£B bold — thou shalt be !'*' 



\2l 



Now the revellers rose, and began to complaitr— 
While they menanc'd with gestures, and firown'd with. 

disdain. 
And declared, that the nobles were fitter to reign 

Than a Prince so unruly as He. 
But tiie Monarch cried, sternly, they taunted him «o> 
*^ From this moment Ae counsel of fbols Pforegc 
" And on Wisdom and Virtue will honors bestow 
For such, ONLY,, are welcome to Me !" 



tf 



So saying, he quitted the Banquetting Hall, 
And leaving his Courtiers and flatterers all — 
Straightway for his Confessor loudly *gan call 

" O ! Father ! now listen ! " said he : 
** I have feasted the Fool, I have pamper d the Knave^ 
" I have scofF'd at the wise, and negleded the brave— 
" And here. Holy Man, Absolution I crave— 

"For a penitent now I will be,!* 
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From that moment the Monarch grew sober and good^ 

(And nestled with Birds of a diiferent broody) 

For he found that the pathway which wisdom pursu*d 

Was pleasant^ safe^ quiets and even 1 
That by Temperance, Virtue and liberal deeds, 
By nursing the flowrets, and crushing the weeds. 
The loftiest Traveller always succeeds — 

For his journey will lead him to Heaven. 



123 



Tbe DESERTED COTTAGE. 



Who dwelt in yonder lonely Cot, 

Why is it thus forsaken ? 
It seems, by all the world forgot. 
Above its path the high grass grows. 
And through its thatch the northwind blowf 

— Its thatch, by tempests shaken. ' 

And yet, it tops a verdant hill 

By Summer gales surrounded : 
Beneath its door a shallow rill 
Runs brawling to the vale below. 
And near it sweetest flowrets grow 

By banks of wiUaw bounded. 
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Then why is ev'ry casement dark ? 

Why looks the Cot so chearless ? 
Ah ! why does ruin seem to mark 
The calm retreat where Love should dwell. 
And Friendship teach the heart to swell 

With rapture, pure and fearless ? 

There, far above the busy croud, 

Man may repose in quiet 3 
There, smile, that he has left the proud. 
And blest with liberty, enjoy 
,*JF More than Ambition's gilded toy. 

Or FoUy's sick'ning riot.. 

For there, the ever tranquil mind. 

On calm Religion resting. 
May in each lonely labyrinth find 
The Deity> whose boundless pow'r- 
Pireds the blast, or tints the flow'r— 

No mortal foe roelesting.^ • 
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Stranger^ yon spot was once the scene 

Where peace and joy resided : 
And oft the merry time has been 
When Love and Friendship warm'd the breast. 
And Freedom, making weahh a jest. 

The pride of Pomp derided. 

Old Jacob was the Cottage Lord, 

His wide domain, surrounding. 
By Nature's treasure amply stor'd ; 
He from his casement could behold 
The breezy mountain, ting*d with gold. 

The varied landscape bounding ! 

The coming mom, with lustre gay, 
Breath'd sweetly on his dwelling j 

The twilight veil of parting day 

Stole softly o*er his quiet shed. 

Hiding the mountain s misty head. 
Where the night^breeze was swelling. 
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One loydy Girl, Old Jacob rear*d 

And she was fair, and blooming -, 
She> like the morning Star, appear'd. 
Swift gliding o*er the mountain's crest. 
While her blue eyes her soul confessed. 
No borrow*d rays assuming. 

*Twas her*s, the vagrant lamb to lead. 

To watch the wild goat playing : 
To join the She^erd's tuneful reed. 
And, when the sultry San rose high. 
To tend the Herds, deep-lowing nigh. 
Where the swift brook was straykrg. 

^ One sturdy Boy, a younker bold. 
Ere they were doom*d to sever. 
Maintained poor Jacob, sick and old $ 
But now, where yon tall poplars wave. 
Pale primroses adorn the grave-— 
Wbere JAcoEskeps, ftr Ever I 
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Youngs in the wars^ the brave Boy fell ! 

His Sister died of sadness ! 
But one remained their fate to tell. 
For Jacob now was left alone^ 
And he^ alas ! was helpless grown^ 

And pin'd in moody madness, . 

At night, by oftoonshine would he stray^ 

Along the upland dreary ; 
And, talking wildly dl the way. 
Would fancy, 'til^ the Sun uprose> . 
That Heay*n>, in pity, mark*d the 

Of which hii tadL was weary,. 

One mom, upon the dewy grass 

Poor Jacob's sorrows ended^ 
The woodland's narrow winding pass 
Was his last scene of lonely care> 
For, gentle Stranger, Ufdess there- 
Was Jacob*» ferm extended ! 
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He Keg beneath yon Poplar tree 

That tops the church yard, sighing ! 
For sighing oft it seems to be. 
And as its waving leaves, around. 
With moming*s ^ears begem the ground 
The Zephyr tr^inal4es, flying ! 

And now behold yon little Ck>t 

All dreary and forsaken ! 
And know, that sopn 'twill be thy lot. 
To fall, like Jacqb and his race. 
And leave on Time's ^vfik wtdg no ir^ce*. 

Which way 4hy ooursie is taken. 

Yet, if for Truth and feeling known> 

Thou still shalt be lamented ! 
For when thy parting sigh has flown> 
Fond Mem'ry on thy grave shall give 
A tear — to bid thy Virtues live ! 

Then — Smile,, and bb jqqjatemtbp 1 / 
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Tbe FORTUNE-TELLER, 

A GYPSY TALE. 



LuBiN and Katb^ as gossips tell^ 

Were Lovers many a dayj 
LvBiN tbe damsel lov*d so well. 

That folks pretend to say 
The silly> simple, doting Lad» 
Was little less than loving mad : 
A malady not known of late — 
Among the little-loving Great ! 

Katb liked the youth > but woman-kind 
Are sometimes giv n to range. 

And oh, the giddy Sex, we find, 
(They know not why) 
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When most they promise, soonest change. 

And still for conquest sigh : 
So 'twas with Kate; she, ever roving 
Was never fix*d, though always loving ! 

Stephen was Lubin's rival ^he 

r 
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A rustic libertine was known 5 
And many a blushiiig simple She, 

The rogue had left, — to sigh alone ! 
Kate cared but little for the rover. 

Yet she resolv'd to have her way. 
For Stephen was the village Lover, 

And women pant for Sov*reign sway. 
And he, who has been known to ruin,— - 
Is always sought, and always wooing. 

Stephen had long in secret sigh*d ', 
And Stephen never was deny*d : 
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Now> LiTBiK was a modest swain. 
And therefore; treated with disdain : 
For, it is said, in have and Warr^ 
The boldest, most successful are 1 

t 

Vows, were to him but fairy things 
Borne on capricious Fancy's wings \ 
And promises, the Phantom's Airy 
Which falsehood form*d to cheat th' unwary; 
For still deception was his trade, 
And though his traffic well was known. 
Still, every trophy was his own 

Which the proud Victor, Love, displa/i 
In short, this Stbphbk was the. bane 
Of ev'ry maid,— and ev'ry swain 1 

Kate had too often play'd the fool. 
And now, at length, was caught ; 
For she, who had been pleas'd to rule. 
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Was now> poor Maiden, taught! 
And Stephen rul*d with boundless sway^ 
The rustic tyrant of bis day. 

LvBiN had giv n inconstant Kate, 

Ten founds, to buy her. wedding geer : 
And now, 'tis said, tho' somewhat late. 

He thought his bargain rather dear. 
For, ho ! The day before the pair 
Had fix d, the marriage chain to wear^ 
A Gypsy gang, a wand'nng set> 
In a lone wood young Lubin met. 
All round him press with canting tale> 
And, in a jargon, weU design*d 
To cheat the unsuspe^ng mind. 
His ]ist*ning ears assail. 

Some promised riches 5 others swore 
He shovdd, by ^omen,, be ador'd ; 
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And never sad^ and never poor- 
Live like a Sqaire> or Lord ;— 
Do what he pleasM> and ne*er be brought 
To shame^— for what be did, or tiiougfat ; 
Seduce menil wives and daughtera fair. 
Spend wealth, while others tOil*d in vaiOy 
And scoff at honesty, and swear,— 
And Scoff, and trick, and rwear again / 

One roguish Girl, with sparkling eyes, 
To win the handsome Lubin tries 5 
She smird, and by h^ speaking glance. 
Enthralled him in a wond*ring trance ; 
He thought her lovelier far than Kate, 
And wish'id that she had been his mate 5 
For when the fancy is on wing. 
Variety's a dangerous thing : 
And PASSIONS, when they learn to stray 
Will seldom seldom keep the beaten way. 
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The gypsy g\x\, with speaking eyeg, 

Ob&erv*d her p^pilV fond surprize^ 

She begg*d that he her hand would cross. 

With 3ixpe^ce j and that He should know 
His future scene of gain and loss;, 
Hfs we^ |U|d.)n:pe,«*- 
.' • ' ' 
LvBiN complies. And straight he hears 
That he had many long, long years j 
That he, a maid, inconstant, loves, ^ 

Who, to anpth^ slyly roves. 
That a fjark man his blaQe will he*— 
" And poi^pp his domestic hours ; 
** While, a ^ur yrp^iany treach*rou%<«* 

" W^ dress hi9.biptW — ^witfa thorns and flow'rs!' 
It happened,, to cpq&'q;) hificare-v- 
Stephen was Jark,r^dnd,KATt yvas/airl 
Nay more th^t '* home his bride would bring 
*' A little, , ^eo, cpr^ttling tfmig 
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'* Id just six QKKHiB V Poor Lijbin hears 
All that confirms his jiealoua fears ; 
Perplex'd and frantic, what to do 
The cheated Lover scarcely knew. 
He flies to Katb, and straight he tells 
The wonder that in>magic dwells ! 
Speaks of the Fortane-telling crew. 
And 'how alt things the Vagrants knew ; 
Kate hears r . and soon determines, she 
Will know i«r future destinj* 

Swifl to the wood she^hies, tho* late 
To read the tablet c^ h<»: Fatie. 
The Moon its ciystal besn scarce shew'-d 
Upon the darkly ^adow'd road ; 
The hedge-drow was.the.feasttng-place 
Where, round a little blazing wood. 
The wandVing, dbgy, gabbling race^ 
Crowfled in many mood. 
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And now she loiter*d near the scene. 
Now peep-d the hazle copse between ; 
Fearful that Lubin might be near / ' 
The stoiy of her Fate to hear. — 
She saw the feasting circle gay 
B7 the st(d*n £iggot*8 yellow light ; 
She heard theoi^ as in sportive p]ay> 
They cfaear'd the sullen gloom of night 
Nor was «ly Kat£ by all unseen 
Peeping, the haxle copse between. 

And now across the thicket side 

A tatter*d, skulking youth she spied ; 

He beckoned her along, and soon. 

Hid safely from the piying moon. 

His hand with silver, thrice she crosses-^ 

" Tell me/' said she, ** my gains and losses ?* 
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You gain 2ifidl* the youth regies, 
" You lose a lover too,'* 
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The false ooe blushes deep> and sighs^ 
For well the truth she knew ! 

You gave to Stephen^ vows ; nay mcn^ 

You gave him favors rare : 
" And LuBiN is condemned to share 

What many others shar'd before ! 

A false> capricious, guilty hearty 

Made up of folly, vice, and art. 

Which only takes a wedded mate ^ 

" To brand with shame, an husband's &te.*^' ^ 

" Hush ! hush !*' cried Katb, for Heav'n's sake be 

" As secret as the grave— 

'^ For LuBiN means to many me— 
And if you will not me betray, 
I for your silence well will pay ) 
Five pounds this moment you shall have.'*—* 
I will have Ten V* the gypsy cries— 
The fearful, trembling girl complies. 
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Bat^ what w^ jl^er di8m93% Jo fiqd 
That LuBiN w^ the gypsy bold; 
The,^UDoiDg, fortuni^T telling hind 
Who had the artful stoiy. tpldr— 
Who thu8> was cur!d of jealous pain,— 
'' And got Mfjmsi iip^}JTiX}6,hack againj 

* • ' . » 

Thus^ Forti\i^,p$^9 the Lqy.cr bold ! 
But, geii!te,Mi|Ws„ should Fale 

Remember, simf/e KatmI 
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POOR MARGUERITE. 



f 



Swift, o'er the wild and dreary waste 
A NUT-BROWN GiBL was seen to haste \ 
Wide waving was her anbound hair. 
And 8un-8corch*d was her bosom bare ; 
For Summer's noon hz^ shed its beams 
While she lay wrapp*d in fev'risli dreams $ 
While, on the wither'd hedge-rbw*8 side> 
By turns she slept, by turns she €ned> 
** Ah I where Hes hid the balsam sweet, 
*' To heal the wouods.of Maroueritb V* 

» 

Dark was her large and sunken eye 
Which wildly gaz*d upon the sky 5 
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And swiftly down her freckled face 
The chilling dews began to pace : 
For she was lom> and many a day. 
Had, all alone, been doom*d to stray. 
And, many a night, her bosom warm. 
Had throbb'd, beneath the pelting Atorm, 
And still she cried, " the rain ^s sweet, 
" It bathes the wounds of MAReuEtiTE.** 

Her garments were by briars torn. 
And on them hung full many a thorn 5 
A thistle crown, she mutt nng twin*d> 
Now darted oa, — ^now ]ook*d behind—^ 
And here, and there, her arm was seen 
Bleedmg the t^tter^d fdds betwc^en j 
Yet, on her breast she oft display *d 
A faded branch, that breast to shade : 
For though her senses were astray. 
She felt the burning beams of day : 
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She felt the wintry blast of night> 
And smU'd to see the morning light. 
For then she cried, *' I soon shall meet 
" The plighted love of Marguebub." 

Across the waste of printless snow> 
All day the nut-brown Girl would go -, 
And when the winter moon had shed 
Its pale beams on the mountain*s head. 
She on a broomy piUowiay 
Singing the lonely hours away ; 
While the cold breath of dawnlight flew 
Across the fields of glittVing dew r— - 
Swift o*er the frozen lake she past 
Unmindful of the driving blasts 
And then she cried '* the air is sweet— 
*^ It fans the breast of Margubritb-*^ 

The weedy lane she lov*d to tread 
When stars their twinkling lustre shed i 
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While from the lone and silent Cot 
The watchful Cur assail'd her not. 
Though at the beggar he vould fly, 
And fright the Travller passing by ; 
But she^ so kind and gentle seeni*d. 
Such sorrow in her dark tyt& beam*d> 
That savage fierceness could not greet 
With less than love, — Pook Marguerite ! 

Oft, by the splashy brook she stood 
And sung her Song to the waving wood \ 
The waving wood, in murmurs low, 
Fiird up the pause of weary woe j 
Oft, to the Forest tripp'd along 
And inly hummed her frtintic Song \ 
Oft danc*d mid shadows £v ning spread 
Along the whisp'ring willow -bed. 

And wild was her groan, 
. When she climb*d, alone—* 

The rough rock*s side, 

While the foaming tide. 



143 

Dash*d rudely against the sandy shove^ 

And the lightning flasVd nud the thuadePs roar^ 

And many a time she chac*d the fly/ 

And mock*d the Beetle^ humming by i 

And then^ with, loud fantastic tone 

She sang her wild strain, sad^-'alone. 

And if a stranger wander'd near 

Or paus'd the frantic Song to hear. 

The burthen she would sofl repeat, 

<' Who comes to soothe Poor MAaouBKiTE ? 

And why did she with sun-burnt breast, 
'So wander, and so scorn to rest ? 
Why did the nut-brown Maidbn go 
O'er burning plains and wastes <^8now ? 
What bade her fev rish bosom sigh. 
And dimmed her large and hazle eye ? 
What taught her o'er the hills to^tray 
•JPearless by night, and wild by day ? 
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What stole the hour of alumber sweet— 
From th^ 8CQtch*d brain of Marguerite. 

Soon shalt thou know $ for see how lorn 
She climbs the steep of shaggy thorn— 
Now on the jutting diff she stands. 
And clasps her cold, —but snow-white hands. 
And now aloud she chaunts her strain 
While fiercely roars the troublous main.. 
Now the white breakers curling shew 
The dread abyss that yawns below. 
And still she sighs, " the sound is sweet> 
" It seems to say. Poor Marguerite !** 

'* Here will I buUd a rocky shed, 
** And here 111 make my sea-weed bed f 
'* Here gather, with unwearied hands — 
** The orient shells that deck the sands^. 
'^ And here will I skim o'er the billows so high. 
And laugh at the moon and the dark frowning iky. 
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** And the Sea-bird8> that hover aaross the wide main> 
** Shall sweep with their pinions^ the white bounding 

plain. — 
" And the shivering sail shaU the fierce tempest meet^ 
*' Like the storm^ in the bosom of t'ooR Maroubrite i 

'^ The setting Sun> with golden ray^ 

'* Shall warm my breast, and make me gay. 

'* The ckimoiu» of the roaring Sea 

My midnight -serenade shall be ! 

The Cliff t;bat like a Tyrant stands 
** £x;u]ting o*er the wave-lash^d 8ands> 
" With its weedy crown, and its fiinfy crest^ 
^ Shall, on its hard, bosom, rock me to rest | 
** And I'll watch for the Eagle's unfiedg*d broody 
" And ril scatter their nest, and I'll drink their blood j 
^ And under the crag I wiM kneel and pray 
'' And silver my robe, with the moony ray : 
** And who shall scorn the lone retreat. 
'' Which Heaven has chose, for Marguerite ? 
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" Here, did the eiiPd HBRkr striiT' 
** Forc'd from hisnaidvc land, away j * 
" Here, here upon a foreign shore, 
" His parents^ tost, awiiite <leplore y 
^' Here find, that pity s holy tear 
" Could not an alien %ua7td'rer chcsr 5 
" And now, ift fency, be would ritW, 
" Shoiftidg ^!ou<), the rabMe criew— ^ 
** The rabble cr6w, whose impious hand* 
" Tore asunder nature's bands I — 
'' I see him stiU,-— He wafves me on ! 
*^ And now to the dark abyss he*s gone— » 
** He cdMl— I hear lits volcc> so sweet,— 
'* It seic^» to s^«— PooE Margubritb !'' 

Thi», wdd she song ) when on the sand 
She saw her long lost Hbnrt, stand : 
Pale Was his cheek, and on his breast 
His icy hand he, silent, prest > 
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And now the Twilight diadows sptetA 
Around the tall cliff's weed7 head ; 
Far o*er the main the modn shone b^ght* 
She mark'd the quivering stream of lighfr-«« 
It danc*d upon the tnurm'ring wave 
It danc*d upon— -her Hanrt's Gnwe ! 
It mark*d his visage, deathly pale^-— 
His white shroud floating in the, gale $ 
His speaking eyes— his smile so sweet 
That won the love— of Makguerits \ 

And now he beckon*d her along 
The curling moonlight waves among i 
No footsteps mark'd the slanting sand 
Where she had seen her Henry stand I 
She saw him o'er the billows go- 
She heard the rising breezes blow ; 
She shriek'd aloud 1 The echoing steep 
Frown'd darkness on the troubled deqp 5 
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The moon in clondy veil was seen. 
And louder howled the night blast keen !— 
And when the morn, in splendour dressed, 
Blush'd radiance on the Eagle's ne8t> 
That radiant blush was doom*d to greet— 
The lifeless farwi^''-<ii Maroubritb [ 
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Tbe CONFESSOR, 

A SANCTIFIED TALE. 



When SuPBRSTiTiON rul^d the land 
And Priestcraft shackled Reason, 
At GoDSTOw dwelt la goodly band, 
Grey monks they were, and but to say 
They were not always glv'n to pray. 

Would have been construed Treason. 
Yet some iiid scoff, and some believ'd 
That sinners were themselves deceiy*d ; 
And taking Monks for more than men 
They prov*d themselves, nine out often. 
Mere dupes of these Old Fathers hoary $ 

But read-*and mark the stoiy. 



ISO 

Near^ In a little Farm, there liv'd 
A buxom Dame of twenty three ; 
And by the neighbours *twas beiiev'd 

A very Saint was She ! 
Yet> ev'ry week, for some transgression* 
She went to sigh devout confession. 
For ev'ry trifle 8cem*d to make 
Her self-reproving Conscience ache } 
And Conscience, waken'd, *tis well koown» 
Will never let the Soul alone. 

At GoDSTOw, 'mid the holy band. 

Old Father Petek held command* 

And lusty was the pious man. 

As any of his craffy clan : * 

And rosy was his cheek, and sly 

The wandrings of his keen grey eye j 

Yet all the Farmers wives confest 

The wondrous poW*r this Monk possess'd $ 

Pow'r to rub out the score of sin. 
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Which Satan chalk'd upon hus Talljr i 
To give fresh licence to begin,— 

And for new scenes of frolic, raWy, 
For abstinence was not his way--- 
He lov'd to live — as well as />ri^ j 
To prove his gratitude to Heav'n 

By taking freely all its favors,— 
And keeping his account still even. 

Still mark'd his best endeavours : 
That is to say. He took pure Ore 
For benedidions, — and was known. 
While Reason op'd her golden store,— 

Not to unlock his own. — 
And often to his cell went he 
With the gay Dame of twenCy-three t 
His Cell was sacred, and the fair 
Well knew, that none could enter there. 
Who, (such was Peter's sage decree^ 
To Paradise nt'er^ghi « key. 
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It happeh*d that this Farmer's wife 

(Call Mistress TwTFORD-^alias Bridget,) 

Led her poor spouse a weary life-— 

Keeping him^ in an endless fidget ! 

Yet ev'ry week she sought the cell 

Where Holy Father Peter stay*d> 
And there did ev'ry secret tell,— 
And there^ at Sun-rise, knelt and pray*d. 
For near, there liv'd a civil friend. 
Than Farmer Twyford somewhat stouter^ 
And he would oft his counsel lend, • 
And pass the wintry hours away 

In harmless play ; 
But Mistress Bridget was so chaste. 
So much with pious manners grac'd. 

That none could doubt her ! 

One night, or rather mom, *tis said 
The wily neighbour chose to roam. 
And (Farmer Twyford far from home) 
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He thought he might snpply his plaed 4 
And, void of ev*ry spark of grace. 
Upon. -His pillow, rest his head. 
The night was cold, and Father Petbs, 
Sent his yoting neighbour to entreat her. 
That she would noake confession free— - 
To Him,-^ls saintly deputy. 
Now, Ao it hs^pen'd, to annoy 
The meny pair, a little boy 
The only Son of lovely Bri4get, 
And, like his daddy, giv*n to fidget, 
Enquir d who this same neighbour wa6 
That took the place his father left— 
A roost junworthy, shameless theft,—* 
A sacrilege on noarriage laws 1 

The dame was soniewhat disconcerted— 
For, all that she could say or do,— 

The boy hi9 question \irould renew. 
Nor from his piixpose be diverted* . 
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At lengthy the matter to decide, 
•' Tis Father Peter'* she replied; 
*' He's come to pray." The child gave o'er. 
When a loud thumping at the door 
Proclaim'd the Husband coming ! Lo ! 
Where could the wily neighbour go ? ' 
Where hide his recreant, guilty head— 
But underneath the Farmer's bed ?-?- 

Now Master Twtford kiss'd his child ; ' 
And straight the cunning urchin smil'd : 
'^ Hush father ! hush ! 'tis break of day— 
*' And Father Peter's come to pray ! 
** You must not speak," the infant cries-^ 
*^ For underneath the bed he lies." 

Now Mistress Twyford shriek'd, and fainted» 
And the sly neighbour found, too late. 

The Farmer, than his wife less sainted^ 
For with his cudgel he repaid— 
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The kindness of his faithless mate. 
And fiercely on his blows he laid. 
Till her young lover, vanquish'd, swore 

He*d play the Confessor no more ! 

Tbdfr^ud is ever sure to find 
Its scorpion in the guilty mind/: 
, Yet, Pious Fbaud, the Devil's trea8ure> 
Is always paid, in tenfold measure. 
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EDMUND'S WEDDING. 



B7 tbe side of the brooks where the willow is wayinf 
Why sits the wan Youth, in his wedding-suit gay ! 
Now sighing so deeply, now frantickly raving 

Beneath the pale light of the moon's sickly ray. 
Now he starts, all aghast, and with horror's wild gesture^ 
Cries, '' Agnes is coming, I know her white vestore I 
*' See 1 see ! how she beckons me on to the willow^ 
^ Where, on the cold turf, she has made our rude pillow* 

^ Sweet girl ! yes I know theej thy cheek's living roses 
*' Are chang'd and grown pale, with the touch of despair : 
^' And thy bosom no longer the lily discloses— 

** Forthoms, my poor Agnes, are now planted there ! 
'' Thy blue, starry £yes ! are all dimm*4 by dark sorrow $ 
'' No more from thy lip, can the flowV fragrance borrow | 
*< For cold does it seem, like die pale light of morning, 
** And thou smil'st, as in sadness, thy fond lover, scorning ! 
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From the red scene of slaughter thy Edmund returning^ 
'' Has dressed himself gayly^ with May-blooming flow'rs } 
HU bosQm> dear Agnbs I still faithfully burning, 
'' While, madly impatient, his eyes beam in show'rs ! 
O 1 many a tim^ have I thought of thy beauty—-^ 
When-^annims, loud roaring, taught Valour its' dtity'f 
And many a time, have I sighed to behold thee— 
When the sulphur of War, in its cloudy mist roU'd me f 



** At the still hour ei raom> when the Camp was reposing; 

*' I wander'd alone on the wide dewy plain : 
** And when the gdd ctHtains of £v*ning were closing, 

*' I watch'd the long shadows steal over the Main \ 
*' Across the wild Ocean> half frantic they bore me,. 
*' Unheeding my groans, from Thee, Agnes, they torBine ;. 
^' But, though my poor heart might have bled in the battle^ 
** Thy name should have echoed, amidst the loud rattfei 
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^ When I gaz*d on the field of the dead and the dying'— 

'^ O AoNES ! my fancy still wander d to Thee ! 
^ When around^ my brave Comrades in angobh werb fyihg^ 

*^ I long*d on the death-bed of Valour to be. 
'' For^seyer'd ^omTHBB, my Sweet GiBL^theloudthtiAder 
** Which tore the soft fetters of fondness asunder-*- 
^' Had only one kindness^ in mercy to shew me, 
** To bid me die bravely, that thou> Love, may st know mt P 



His arms now are folded, he bows as in sorrotr. 

His tears trickle fast^ down his wedding-suit gay i 
^ My AoMEs will bless me/' he murmurs^ ** Uy-mam^ 

*' As fresh as the breezes that welcome the day !" 
Poor Youth ! know thy AoNESi so lovely and bloomii^ 
Stem Death has embrac*d^ all her beauties cntomlnng I 
And, pale as her shroud in the grave she reposes. 
Her bosom oi snow* aU besprinkled with Roses I 
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Her Cottage is now in the dark dell decaying. 

And shattered the casements, and c)os*d is the door. 
And the nettle now waves, where the wild Kid is.pl^ring^ 

And the neat little garden with weeds is grown o*er I 
The Owl builds its nest in the thatch, and th^e, duMung^ 
(A place, all deserted and lonely be^eaking) 
Salutes the night traveller, wandering near it. 
And make^ his faint heart, sicken sadly to hear it 

Then Youth, fer thy habit, henceforth, thou should'st borrow 

The SdveB*d dark colour, and mourn for thy dear : 
Thy A6NB8 f(x thee, would have cherish'd her«8orrow; ' 

And drest h^ pale t:he^ with a lingering tear : 
For, soni; as thy steps to the Batde departed. 
She droop'd, and poor Maid^ 1 she died^ brdcen hearted $ 
And the turf that is bound with fresh garlands oilroiu. 
Is BOW the cold bed, where her sonaw rq>06ea;t 
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The gay and the giddy may reveT in pleasure, — 

May think themselves happy> their short summer-day f 
May gsac, with fond transport, on fortune's rich tpearaic^ 

And, carelessly sporting, — drive sorrow away r 
Btit llie tx)6om, where feeling and trutli are ODited— 
From folly's bright tinsel will turn, unddighted— 
And find, at the grave where thy Agnes is sleeping-. 
That the proudest of hours, is the lone hour of weepmg f 

The Youth now approach'd the long branch of the willbw. 
And stripping its leaves, on the turf threw them round. 
Hiere, here, my sweet Agnqs i I make my last pDlc^, 
My bed of long slumber, shall be ^e eold ground ! 
The Sun, when it rises- above thy low dwelling. 
Shall gild the tall Spire, where my death-tdl is kndling- 
*' And when the next twilight its soft tears b shedding> 
** At thy Grave shall the Villagers — witness our WiDDiwe ! 
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Now over the Hills he beheld a group commg> 

Their arms glitter*d bright, as the Son 8I0WI7 rose ; 
He heard them their purposes, ikr distant, humming^ • 

And welcomed the moment, that ended his woes !— 
And now the fierce Comrade, unfeeling, espies him» 
He darts thro' the thicket, in hopes to surprize him } 
But Edmund, of Valour the dauntless defender^ 
Now smiles, while his Corporal bids him*—" Surkenobr!*' 



Soon, proved a Desbrter, Stem Justice prevailiog^ 

He Died ! and his ^irit to Agnes is fled :-— • 
The breeze, on the mountain's tall summit now saUinK 
Fans lightly the dew-drops, that spangle their bed J 
The Villagers, thronging around, scatter roses. 
The grey wing of Evening the western sky closes,'*-- 
And Night's sable pall, o'er the landscape extending, . 
le the mourning of Nature ! the solemn Scene ending. 
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Tbe ALIEN BOY. 



Tvrai on a Mountain, near the Western Main 
An Alien dwelt. A solitary Hut 
Built on a jutting crag> overhung with weeds^ 
Mark'd the poor Exile's home. Full ten long yoacs 
The melancholy wretch had liv*d unseen 
Byallj save Henkt^ aiov'd,. little Son 
The partner of his sorrows. On the day 
Wh«i Persecution, in the sainted gub6 
Of Liberty, spread wide its yenom*d powV> 
The brave. Saint Hubert, fled his Lordly home. 
And, with his baby Son, tl^e mountain sought 



103 

Resolved to cherish in his bleeding breagt 

The secret of his birth> Ah ! birth too high 

For his now humified state^ fi;oin infancy 

He taught him, labour's task : He bade him chowT 

The dreary day of cold adversity 

By patience and by tool. The Summer mora 

Shone on the pillow of his rushy bedf. 

The noontide, sultry hour, he fearless past 

On the shaggVl eminence i while the young Kid 

Skipped, to. the cadence of his. minstrelsy. 

At night young Henjiy triram*d the faggot fird 
While oft>. Saint Hubert, wove theam^dc net: 
To ^are the finny vidim. Oft they sang. 
And talked, while sullenly the wave^ wouM souod 
Dashing the sandy shore. Saint Hubert's eyes 
Would swim in tears of fondness, mix'd with joyt ^ 
When he obsenr'd the opening harvest rich 
Of pronus'd inteUed, which Henbt^'s soiUi 
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Whate*er the subjedt of their talk^ display'd. 

Oft> the bold Youths in question intricate, 
Wdiild seek to know the story of his birth ; 
Oft a8k> who bore him : and with curious skitt 
Enquire, why he, and only one beside. 
Peopled the desart mountain ? Still his Sire 
Was slow of answer, and, in words obscure. 
Varied the conversatibn. Still the mind 
Of Henrt ponder*d 5 for, in their lone hut, 
A daily journal would Saint Hubert make 
Of his long banishment : and sometimes speak 
Of Friends forsaken. Kindred, massacred 3— 
Proud mansions, rich domains, and joyous scenes 
For ever faded,— lost ! 

One winter time, 
Twas on the Eve of Christmas, the shrill blast 
Swept o*er the stormy main. The boiling foam 
Rose to an altitude so fierce and strong 
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That their low hovel totter*d. Oft they stole 
To the rock*8 margin^ and with fearful eyes 
Mark*d the vex*d deep> as the slow rising moon ^ 
Gleam*d on the world of waters. Twas a scene 
Would make a Stoic shudder ! For^ amid 
The wavy mountains, they beheld, ahne, 
A LITTLE Boat, now scarcely visible ; 
And now not seen at all i or, like a buoy. 
Bounding, and buffetting, to reach the shore I 

Now the ftill Moon, in crimson lustre shone 
Upon the outstretch'd Ocean. The black clouds 
Flew swiftly on, the wild blast following. 
And, as they flew, dimming the angry main 
With shadows horrible ! Still, the small biM^ . 
Struggled amid the waves, a spmbre speck 
Upon the wide domain of howling Death 1 
Saint Hubbut sighed ! while Henry's speaking eye 
Alternately the stormy scene surveyed 
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And his low borcVs safety. So past on 

The hour of midni|^^«^«nd^ since &at iSief knew' 

The solitdty seene, mymidmght hoar 

E*er 8e6tti*d so long^ and weaiy. 

While they, stbdd; 

Their hands £iist link*d together, and their eyes 

Fix*d on the troublous Ocean, suddenly 

The breakers, bounding on the rocky shore. 

Left the small wreck y and crawling on the side 

Of the rude crag, — a human fokm was seen ! 

And now he climb'd the foam-wdsh'd precipice; 

And now the slip*iy weeds gave way, while he 

Descended to the sands : The moon rose high«^ 

The wild blast pau8*d, and the poor shipwreck'd Mao 

Look'd round aghast> >^hen on the frowdihg steep 

He marked the lonely exiles. Now he ca]l*d 

But he was ^eble, and his- Totce was lost 

* 

Amid the din of mingling sounds that rose 
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From the wild scene of <Janiour. ^ ' ' ' 

-' -'^tmihe^teq^'"'^ 
Saint HuBKBT hurried, 'bolidfyTenttifotifl, ' «' ■' '' 
Catching the slitny weedd, from pokit to ^pAnty' - '* ^ 
And unappall*d by peril. At the foot -^ — 
Of the rude rock, the fefotkig tiiaiAitt " ■ ^ ' • • " ' ' 
Seiz*d on his outstretched arm \ . impatient, ^ikl^ 
With transport exquisite ! But ere they heard 
The blest exchange of sounds articuhite, 
A furious billow, rolling on the steep> ' • 

£ngulph*d them in Oblivion ! 

On the rock : 
Young Henry stood j with palpitating heart, "^ 

And fear-struck, e'en to madness ! Now he caU'd, 
Louder and louder, as the 6hrilll>hist blew;^ 
But, mid the demental strife of sounds. 
No human voice gave answer ! The clear moon- 
^ No longer quiver*d on the curling main. 
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Bat^ mist'^ncircled^ yhed a blunted lights 
Enough to shew all things that mov*d around. 
Dreadful, but indistmdly ! The black weeds 
Wav'd, as the night-blast swept them ; and along 
The rocky shore the breakers, sounding low 
Seeni'd like the whisp'ring of a millicm soub 
Beneath the green-deep mourning. 

Four Icmg hours 
The lorn Boy listen'd ! four long tedious hours 
Pass*d wearily away, when, in the East 
The grey beam coldly glimmer*d. All alone 
Young Henry stood aghast : his Eye wide fix'd ; 
While his dark locks, uplifted by the storm 
Uncover'd met its fury. On his cheek 
Despair sate terrible ! For, mid the woes. 
Of poverty and toil, he had not known, 
mi then, the horror-giving chearless hour 
Of TOTAL Solitude ! 
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He spoke— he groan'd^ 
But no responsive voice> no kindred tone 
Broke the dread pause : For now the storm had ceas*d. 
And the bright Sun-beams glitter'd on the breast 
Of the green placid Ocean. To his Hut 
The lorn Boy hasten'd 3 there the rushy conchy 
The pillow still indented^ met his gaze 
And £x*d his eve in madness. — From that hour 
A maniac wild> the Alien Boy has been 3 
His garb with sea-weeds fring'd^ and his wan cheek 
The tablet of his mind, disorder*d^ chang'd^ 
Fading, and worn with care. And if, by chance^ 
A Sea-beat wand rer from the outstretch'd main 
Views the lone £xile, and with genVous zeal 
Hastes to the sandy beach, he suddenly 
Darts *mid the cavem*d cliffs^ and leaves pursuit 
To track him^ where no footsteps but his own. 
Have e'er been known to venture ! Ybt he lives 
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A mehmcholy proof that Man may bear 
All the rude storms of Fate^ and still suspire 
By the wide world forgotten ! 
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The GRANNY GREY, 

A LOFE TALb. 



Dame Dowson, was a granny grey^ 

Who, three score years and ten. 
Had pass*d her busy hours away. 

In talking of the Men ! 
They were her theme, at home, abroad^ 
At wake, and by the winter ^re. 
Whether it froze, or blew, or thaw*d. 
In sunshine or in shade, her ire 
Was never calm'd ; for still she made 
Scandal her pleasure — and her trade t 

A Grand-daughter Dame Dowson had— 
As fair, as fair could be ! 
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Lovely enough to make Men mad ; 
For> on her cheek's soft downy rose 
LovB seem'd in dimples to repose ; 
Her clear blue eyes look*d mildly bright 
Like ether drops of liquid lights 
Or sapphire gems^ — ^which Venus bore, 
When> for the silver-sanded shc»:e^ 
She left her native Sea ! 

Ammetta, was the damsel's name ; 
A pretty, soft, romantic sound ; 
Such as a lover's heart may wound ; 

And set his fancy in a flame : 
For had the maid been christen*d Joak^ 

Or Deborah, or Hester, — 
The little God had coldly prest her. 

Or, let her quite alone I 
For magic is the silver sound — 
Which, often, in a name is found ! 
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Annbtta was bdov'd 5 and She 
To William gave her vows $ 
For William was as brave a Yoath^ 
As ever daim'd the meed of tnith^ 
And, to reward sach constanqr. 
Nature diat meed allows. 
But Old Damb Dowsov could not bear 
A Youth so brave— a Maid so fair. 

The Grannt Grbt, with maxims grave 
Oft to Annetta lessons gave : 
And still the burthen of the Tale 
Was, '' Keep the wicked Men away^ 
For should their wily arts prevail 
You'll surely rue the day V' 
And credit was to Granny due. 
The truth, die, by experience, knew ! 
Annetta blush'd, and promis*d She 
Obedient to her will would be. 



if 



174 

But Lovs^ with cunaing aU his own. 
Would never let .the. Maid -alopc^ : 
And though she clar*d not see her Lover, 
Lest Granny should the deed discjdvor, 
She^ for a woman's weapon^ still. 
From CuPio*s pinion. pluck'd a quill : 
And, with it, prpv'd th^t human art 
Cannot confine the Female Heart 
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At lengthy an assignation She 

With Willi AM. slily made. 
It was beneath an old Oak Tree, 

Whose widely spreading shade 
The Moon's soft beams contriv*d to break 
For many a Village Lovet*s sake. 
But Envy has a Lynx*s eye 
And Granny Dowson cautious went 
Before, to spoil their merriment. 

Thinking no creature nigh. 
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Young Wix»LiAM came ; but at the tree 
The watchful Gravdam found ! 
Straight to the Village hastcn^d he 
And summoning his neighbouTB rounds 
The Hedgerows tangled boughs among, 
ConcealM the list*n]ag wond'ring throng. 

He told them, that^ for many 9 flighty 
An Old Gasy Owir; was heard ,| • 
A fierce, ill-omen'dj^ crabbed Biid*-*- 
Who filled the village with afiright. 
He swore this Bird was: large, ^d keen^ 
With claws of fir^> and eye^balls greea; 
That nothing rested, where she came i 
That many pranks the monster play'd^ 
And many a timid trembling Maid 

She brought to shame 
For negligence, that was her own ; 
Turning the milk to water, dear^ 
And spilling from the cask, small-beer 5 
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Pinchiiig, 1^ fairies^ harmlett lasses. 
And shewing Imps, in looking-glasses ; 
Or, with heart-piercing groaD, 
Along the church-yard path, swift glidBng, 
Or, on a broomstick, witchlike, riding. 
All li5ten*d trembling -, For the Tale 
Made cheeks of Oker, chalky pale ; 
The young a valiant doubt pretended ; 
The old believ'd, and all attended. 

Now to Damb Dowsom he repairs 
And in his arms, enfolds the Granny : 
Kneds at her feet, and fondly swean 

He will be true as any ! 
Caresses her with well feign*d bliss 
And, fearfully y implores a Kiss— - 
On the green turf distraded lyings 
He wastes his ardent breath, in sighing. 
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The Damb waa silent i 6xr the Lovdr 

Would, when sl^ 8pok€» 

She fear*d, dia^ove^ 

Her envious jplft; 
And she was too n)ueb charmed to boc 
In hastejf^o ^od the Conoedy I 

f s 

Now William, weary of such wooing. 
Began, with all his might, hoUooing :— - 
When sudil^y from evVy bush 
The eager throngs impatient rush ; 
With shouting, and with bobt'Fous* glee 

DamaDowson they pursue. 
And from the broad Oak*s canopy, 
0*er moonlight fields of sparkling dew. 
They bear in triumph the Old Dame, 
Bawling, with loud Huzza*s, her name ; 
A witch, a witch !" the people cry, 
A witch !" the echoing hills reply : 



« 
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TiU to her home the GkAiittT came. 
Where, to confirm the tale of »ham«. 
Each rising day they went, in throngs, 
"With ribbald jests, and sporti^ aongs. 
Till Granky of her spleen, repented j 
And to young Willi am*s ardent prayY, 
To take^ for life, Annetta fair^— 

Ji Ai1/jS--C0NSBVT£I>. 



I 



And should this Talb, i^l in the way . 
Of Lovers cross*o, or Grannies grey,— • 
Let them confess, 'tis made to prove-— 
The wstst ieads,'^T04} wbak for Lotr! 
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GOLFRB, 

A OCTHIC SITiSS TALE, 

IM riVB PARTS. 



^>— P 



Where freezbg wutes of dazzTing Snow 

O'er Lemam's Lake rgse, tow*ring$ 
The BARON.OoLFftB's Castle atrong 
Was seen, the %Wtf pe^s among> 
WUh ramparts, darUf low*ring 1— 

Tall Battlements of flint, uprose. 

Long shadowing down the vallqr, 
A grove of sombre Fine, antique, 
Anud the white expanse would hreak^ 
In many a gloomy alley. 
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A strong portcullis entrance show'd. 

With ivy brown hung over j 
And stagnate the green moat wai found. 
Whene'er the Travller wander'd rounds 

Or moon-enamour*d Lover. 

Within the spacious Courts were seen 

A thousand gothit fancies ; 
Of banners^ trophies, ^rmodrhrightyv 
Of shields, thick batterM in the fight* 

And interwovea lances, 

• 

The BiRON GoLFRB long had been 

To solitude devoted i ' 

And oft« in pray r would pass the night 
Till da/s Vermillion stream of Hght 
Along the blue hill floated* 
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And yet, hi» pniyr itrto littlft iii^l:*df 
With pure did dktf>ii^yibti6Qi $^ ' 
For ofk^ upoA the pifVdMillit barei • • 
He*d dash his ]imWmd Ittii^hsar ' ! > I 
With terrible eiti6txoli ■! ^ • ' t > «: » ' i 

And sometime^ he, & midnight Jiodr * ; ' - > T. 

Would howl, likett^^^tf, wiie^prowlinfii 
And pale, the lamps wotild f^ncaaer rouiid*<^' / 
And deep, the self-mo v*^'beUwddd sound' 

A knell prophetic, tollinfgt-- .j i / 

For, in the Hall, thre^ lampb were see^ 

That quivered dim ; — akid near iheih 
A bell rope hung, that from the Tow*r ^ 

Three knells would toll, at midnight's honr> 
Startl'iog the soul to heai? theml 



And oft, a dreadful cradi was htmrd. 

Shaking the Casde^a cbamben 1 
And suddenly, the lights would torn 
To paly grey, and dimly burOf 
like &int and dying emben* 

Beneath theatecj), a Maiden dwd^ 

The dove-eyed Zoristto i 
A damsel blest with ev*ry grace-* 
And spnnging from as old a race- 
As Lady ci LoRBTTa I 

Her dwetting was a Goatherd*s poor ; 

Yet she hb heart delighted ; 
Their litde hovel open stood. 
Beside a lonesome frowning wood. 

To travellers— -benighted. 



Yet oft, at midnight wheo^Mooo- 

Its dappled course was stefring^ 
The Castle bell wofild break tbeir' sleeps 
And ZoKfETTo slow woald creep<M« ' 
To bar the wicket'-^ifearing 1 . 

What did she feari O! dreadful thought I 

The Moon*s wan lustre^ streaming j 
The dim grey lamps, the crstthing sound. 
The lonely ^ttem — ^shrieking round 
The roof, — with pale light gleaming. 

And often^ when the wintry wind 
Loud whistled o'er their dwelling ; 

They sat beside their faggot fire 

While ZoRifiTToVaged Sm 
A dismal Tale was telling. 
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He told a long and ^nalTalc^ 

How a ^r LADt pcrisfa'd} 
How her sweet Babf » doorii^d to be 
The partner oiher desttny 

Was by a peasant cberiah'd I 

He told a long and dianial Tale> 

How, from a flinty Tow'r 
A Lady wailing sad was seen, 
Th^ lofty grated bars between, « 

At dawnltgfat*8 purple hour ! 

He told a Tale of bitter woe. 

His heart with pity swelling. 
How the fair Laot pin'd and died. 
And how her Ghost, at Christmas*tide— ^ 
Would wander, — near her dweUing. 
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He told her, how a lowly Damx 
The Lady, lorn, befriended— 
Who chang d her own dear baby, dead> 
And took the Lai5t^s in it^ stead--^ 
And then — " Forgive ber B^cntn I " He said> 
And so, his Story ended. 
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GOLFRE, 

PART SEQONn. 



As on the rashy floor she sat; 

Her hand her pale cheek pressing ; 
Oft» on the GoATH£RD*sface^ her eyes 
Would fix intent^ her mute surprise'^ 

In frequent starts confessing. 

Then> slowly would she turn her head. 
And watch the narrow wicket ; 

And shudder^ while the wintry blast 

In shriUy cadence swiftly past 
Along the neighboring thicket. 
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One night> it was in winter time. 

The Castle bdl was tolling ; 
The air was stilly the Moon was seen^ 
Sporting, her starry train between, • 
The thin douds rouxtd her rolling. 

And now she watch'd the wasting lamp^ 

Her timid bosom panting $ 
And now, the Crickets faintly ringr 
And now she hears the RavQn*s wing 

Sweeping their low roof, slanting. 

And, as the wicket latch she dos^di 

A groan was heard !— -she trembled ! 
And now a clashing, stedy sound. 
In quick vibrations echoed round, 
like murdVous swords> assembled ! 
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She started back $ stie look'd arocuid. 
The Goatherd Swdih wals dleepihg ; 
A stagnate paleness nmrk'd her chedr, • - 
She would have taOTd, hot could nots^cak, 
While> through the lattice peeping. - 

And O ! how dimlf shone the Moon^ 

Upon the snowy mountam 1 
And fiercely did the wild blast blow. 
And now her tdifrs began to flow> 

Fast, as a falling fountain. 



And now she heard the Castle bell 

Again toll sad and slowly ; 
She knelt and srgh'd : the lamp burnt pal 
She thought upon the dismal Tale— 

And pray*d, with fervour holy ! 
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And now« her little stqng pf (^ds 
She kiss'd, — ^aod croM'4 ^^ h^^^ i 

It was a 8ijD[iplc rosaiy^ . 

Made of the Moantai^ Holljip^ep^ 
By Sainted Father's, idest) 

And now the wicl^et x>pe^, fl^» 

Asthoughawhirlwfij}df(^;4iti , : 
And no w ^l^fpUy ^g^?; ^oo^, : 

Before the ]Vfei4eii-r^^ IW;bjl^: 
Copgeal*d, 66 she be^d ;t i , . 

His face was pale^ his eyes w^ wild^ 
His beard wasdark;; ^^d i^caf)^g%r 
A stream of light was seen to gl^ie, • 
Marking a poniard, crim89i^-dy<}4 j^ 
The bravest soul.might fear bim ! 
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HU forehead was all gadi'd and gaT'd^— 

His vest was black and flowing 
His strong hand grasp*d a dagger koeo. 
And wild and frantic was his ttAea, 

Dread signs of terror^ showing. 

^ O fly me not !** the Baaok cried, 

*' In Hbat'n's name, do not fear me!** 
Just as he spoke the bell thrice toll'd^ ' 
Three paly lamps they nonr behold^— 
While a faint vmce, cried,— ''* Hsar mb!' 

And now, upon the threshold low. 

The wounded GoLFRB, kneeling, 
Again to Hbav'n address'd his pra/r i 
The waning Mood, with livid glare. 
Was down the dark sky stealing. 



* 

They led him i0> they bath'd bb wounds^ 
Tears^ to the red stream addmg : 

The haughty GoLFUfe gaz*d^ admlr'd ! 

The Peasant Giil his fancy fifd, 
And set his senses^ madding 1 

He prest her hand ) she tarn*c( away^ 

Her blushes deeper gloMriag, 
Her check still spangled o*er widi teats s 
Sotfae wild rose more fresh appears 

When the soft dews are flowing ! 

Again^ the Barow fondly gaz*d j 

Poor ZoRiBfTo trembled) 
And GoLFRB watchM her throbbing breast 
IVhich seem'd^ with weighty woes dppres^df 

And sofitest Lovb> dissembled. 
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The GoATHBRP^ fourscore ycm bfidifi^n. 

And he was aic^ mi nefidy ^ . 
The Baroit wore a SypRp or Qq^n, 
Which Poverty might wdl be)i9^>. . 

With ^es, wi4e 8tretch*dj» aod gi^^J 1 

The dawn arose ! Th^yeUow lig^ 

Around the Alps spread ch^ari^i 
The BARO]^.kiss*d the. Goathbap*s qt414*rr 
*' FareweU 1" ^e ci^iedn-r-l^ Ulishjii^ 4mil*4-f-«. 
No future pei^il fearing. 

Now GoLFRB homew^d, l^nj^ his. w^ 

His breast with passion bu]:Bij)g : 
The Chapel bell was rgpg, for pray*r. 
And all — save Goi,fkb« prostrate' tberer^. 

Thank*d Heav^n^ for his ret;ux^g I 
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GOLFRE. 

■ a 

PART THJRD. 



Three times the Diient ray was seen 

Above the East cliff mountiDgy 
When GoLFBB sought the Cottage Oraoe 
To share the honours of his race. 
With treasures^ be}'ond counting ! 

The Ev'ning Son was burning red 

The Twilight veil spread slowly $ 
While ZoRiBTTO^ near the wood 
Where long a little cross had stood. 
Was singing Vespers holy. 

N 
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And now she ku8*d her Holly-beads^ 

And now she crossed her breast ; 
The night-dew fell from ev'ry tree- 
It fell upon her rosaiy^ 

Dke tears of Heav'n twice bless'd ! 

She knelt upon the brown moss^ cold> « 
She knelt> with eyes^ mild beaming ! 
The day had cloe'd^ she heard a sigh I 
She mark'd the cljsar and frosty sky 
With starry lustre gleaming. 

She rose -, she heard the draw-bridge chaitia 

Loud clanking down the valley ; 
She mark'd the yellow torches shine 
Between the antique groves of PinC'r— 
Brightening each gloomy alley. 
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And now the breeze began to blow^ 

Soft-stealing up th? mountain ; 
It seem*d at first a dulcet sound- 
Like mingled waters, wandering round 
Slow falling from a fountain,^ 

And now*, in wilder tone it rose^ 

The white peaks sweeping, shrilly : 
It play'd amidst her golden hair 
It kiss'd^her bosom cold and fair— «• 
And sweet, as vale-bora Lily ! 

She heard the hollow tread of feet 

Thridding the piny cluster > 
The torches fiam*d before the wind— - 
And many a spark was left behind. 
To mock the glow-worm's lustre. 
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She saw them guard the Cottage door. 
Her heart beat high with wonder ! 

She heard the fierce and Northern blast 

Ab o*er the topmost point it past 
Like peals of bursting thunder f 

And now she hied her swift along 

And reach*d the guarded wicket ; 
Bat O ! what terror fiird her soul. 
When thrice shie heard the deep bell tott— 
Above the gloomy thicket. 

Now fierce, the Baron darted forth. 

His trembling vidim seizing ; 

• 

She felt her blood, in evry vein 
Move, with a sense of deadening pain. 
As though her heart were fi^eezing. 
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^ This night," said he, '* Yon castle tow*rf 

'* Shall echo to their centre ! 
'* For, by the Holy Cross, I swear,"— 
And straight a cross of ruby glare 

Did through the wicket enter ! 

And now a snowy hand was seen. 

Slow moving, round the chamber ! 
A clasp of pearl, it-seem*d to bear— > 
A clasp of pearl, most rich and rare ! 

Fix'd to a zone of amber« 

And now the lowly Hovel shook. 

The wicket open flying, 
Aad by, the croakipg Ratrv flew 
And, whistling shrill, the night-blast blew 

Like shrieks, that mark the dying I 
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But suddenly die tumult oeasV 

And silence^ still more fearfu). 
Around the kittle chamber spread 
Such horrors as attend tb<e dead^ 

Where no Sun glitters chetff«d ! 

^ Now Jesu hear MB !** GoLFliB cried> 
'^ Hear me/' a faint vdce muttered ! 

The Baroi^ drew his poniard forth-— 

The Maiden sunk upon the earth. 
And—" Save me Heav*n !** she uttered. 

*^ Yes, Heav'n will save thee," GoLrai sai^ 

" Save thee, to be my bride !*' 
But while he spoke a beam of light 
Shone on her bosom, deathly whke, 

Thexx onward seem'd to glide* 



And now the GontBmt}, on bis knees^ 

With frantic accent cried^ 
'' O ! God forbid ! that / ^ould see 
" The beauteous Z0JtiBTTp> be 

'^ The Baron Golf&b*s bride ! 

*^ Poor Lady ! she did shrink and fall, . . 

'' As leares fall in Septisrober I 
" Then be not Baron Golfrb s bride-«« 
" Alack ! in yon black towV She died-«> 

*' Full well, I do remember I" 

<'Oft, to the lattice grate I stde 
" To hear her, sweetly singing 5 

^' And oft, whole nights, beside the moat, 

*^ I listened to the dying note— 
** Till matin's bell was ringing. 
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'' And when she died ! Ppor Lad7 dear ! 
A sack of gold> she gave. 

That masses eveiy Christmas di^ 
" Twelve bare-foot Monks should sinj^ or sq% 

'' Slow moving round her Grave. 

•' That, at the Holy Virgm's shrine 

" Three Lamps should bum for ever— 
*' That, ev'ry month, the bell should toll, 
'^ For prayers to save her Husband's soul— - 
" I shall forget it, never 1" 

While thus he spoke, the Baroits eye 

Look*d inward on his soul : 
For He the masses neef had said— ^ 
No lamps, their quiv'ring light had 8hed> 

Ab bell, been taught to toll t 
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And yet, the bell did toll, self-moVd > 

And sickly lamps were gleaming 5 
And oft, their faintly wandering light 
Illam'd the Chapel aisles at night. 
Till Mobn's broad eye, was beaming. 
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GOLFRE, 

PART FOURTB. 



The Maid refus'd the Baron*s suit^ 

For, well she lov*d another ; 
iThe angiy Golfre*s vengeful rage 
Nor pride nor reason could assuage^ 

Nor pity prompt to smother. 

His Sword was gone ; the Goatherd Swain 

Seem*d guilty, past recalling : 
The Baron now his life demands 
Where the tall Gibbet skirts the lands 
With black ning bones appalling ! 
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Low at the Barok*s £tct, m tears 

Fair ZoRiCTTO kneeling^ 
The Goatherd'B life required $-^but found 
That Pride can give the deepest vound . 

Without the pang of feeling. . 

That PowY can mock the sofF^rePs'tiFdes 'i 

And triumph o'er the sighing 5 
Can scorn the noblest mind opprefl8*d> ^ 
Can fill with thorns tb^ leeHnig breast > < 

Soft pity's tear denying. 

" Take me/* she cried, " but ipare his age^-* 

** Let me his ransom tender ; 
'' I will the fatal deed atone, 
*' For crimes that never were my own, 

" My breaking heart surrender." 
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The marriage da^ was fix'd, the Tav*i» 

With banners rich were mounted ; 
His heart beat high against his side 
While GoLFRE^ waiting kac his bridc>. 
The weary mlnntes counted. 

The snow fell fast, with mingling hail,. 

The dawn was late, and louring y. 
Poor ZoRiETTO- rose aghast 1 
Unmindful of the Northerai blast 

And prowling Wolves, devouring* 

Swift to the wood of Pines she flew. 

Love made the assignation ; 
For there, the sov'reign of her soid 
Watch*d the blue mists of morning foil 

Around her habitation. 
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The Baron> by a Spy afpriz'd. 

Was there before his Bride ; 
He seized the Youths and madly 8trew*4 
The white Cliff, with his iteaming blobd. 

Then hurrd him down its side. 

And now 'twas said, an hungry wolf 

Had made the Youth his prey : 
His heart lay frozen on the snow. 
And here and there a purple glow 
Speckled the pathless way. 

The marriage day at length arriv d. 
The Priest bestow*d his blessing : 
A clasf of orient fearifast bound 
A zone ofamher circling round. 
Her slender waist compressing. 
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On ZoRi£TTO*8 snowy hrtsai 
A ruby cross was heaving } 
So the pale snow^drop ^ntly glows. 
When sheUer'd by the damask rose^ 
Their beauties interweaving 1- 

And new the holy vow began 

Upon her lips to falter ! 
And now all deathly wan she grew 
And now three lamps^ of livid hue 

Passed slowly round the Altar. , 

And now she saw the dasp of pearl 

A ruby lustre taking : • 
And thrice she heard the Castle bell 
Ring out a loud funereal knell 
The antique turrets shaking. 
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O ! then how pale the Baron grew> 

His eyes wide staring fearfbl t 
» 
While o'er the Virgin's image fair 

A sable veil was borne on air 

Shading her dim eyes, tearfu}. 

And, on her breast a clasp of pearl 

. Was stain*d with bloody fast flowing : 
And round her lovely waist she wore 
An amber zone 5 a cross she bore 
Of rubies — richly glowing. 

The Bride» her dove-like eyes to Heav'n 
Rais*d> calling Christ to save hei* ! 

The cross now danc'd upon her breast ; 

The shudd'riug Priest his fears confest> 
And benedidions gave her. 
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Upon the pavement sunk the Bride 

Cold as a corpse^ and Glinting I 
The pearly clasp, self-bursting, show*d 
Her beating side, where crimson glow*d 
Three spots, of nature's painting. 

Three crimson spots, of deepest hue 1 

The Baron gaz*d with wonder : 
For on his buried Lady's side 
Just three such drops had nature dyed. 
An equal space asunder. 

And now remembrance brought to view. 
For Heav*n the truth discloses. 

The Baby, who had early died. 

Bore, tinted on its little side. 
Three spots— as red as roses ! 



Now, ere the wedcUng-dny had pH8l> 

Stem GoLFRE/ afid^hk Bride 
Walk'd forth to taste* thfe d^tAng b««W 
Soft sighing, mid the sombre tr^ed^ 

That drest tb6 inoteiataili'«^id^. 

And now, betiedth the grove of Hne, 

Two lovely Forms were gliding $. 
A Lady, with a-beauteous face I 
A Youth v^th stem, btit mmXy, gracie 
Smird, — as in scom dbi^dinrgi . 

Close, by the wond'ritlg Bride thQr pasi^; 

The red Sun sinking slowly : 
And to the litde cross they hied^^ 
And there she sa^v* them, sidt bfsldt, 

Kneeling, with fervour holy. 

' o 



210 

The little cross was golden ting*d 
The western radiance stealing ; 
And now it bore a purple hae^ 
And now all black and dim it grew. 
And still she saw them, kneeling. 

White were their robes as fleecy snow 

< Their &ces pale, yet chearfuL 
Their golden hair, like waves of light 
Shone lustVous mid the glooms of night i 
Their starry eyts were tearfid* 

And now they look'd to Heav'n, and smi]'<^ 

Three paly lamps descended ! 
And now their shoulders seem*d to bear 
Expanding pinions broad and fair. 
And now they wav*d in viewless air ! 

And so, the Vision ended. 
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GOLFRE. 

PAHT FIFTH. 



Now^ suddenly, a storm aiosp. 

The thunder roar'd, tremendous ! 
The lightning flash*d^ the howling blast 
Fierce, strongs and desolating, past 
The Altitudes stupendous I 

Rent by the wind, a fragment huge 
From the steep summit bounded : 
That summit, where the Peasaaf s breast 
Found, mid the snow, a grave of re8t> 
By GoLFR£*s poniard wounded* 



Loud shrieks, across the mountain wild> 
Fill'd up the pause of thunder : 

The groves of Pine the lightning past. 

And swift the dqsc^atipg blMt 
Scatter*d them wide asunder. 

r 

The Castle-turrets^seem'd torblaze. 

The lightning roundtheoi'flaahing^ 
The drav^bridge now was aU on fixe. 
The moat foamed high, with iuriousire> 
Against the black >waUs dashing. 

The Prison Tow-r was silver white. 

And radiant as the morning ; 
Two angels* wings were spreading wide. 
The battlements, from side to stde-— 
And loft/ roof adorning. 



2V» 

And npW'lhe-BH.de wai.90ce,illi»id9. . 

She sigh*d> and c]jQ«9;dtbcribr«0at.3 
She kiss'd jier-dinpl&Dosaiy^ 
Made cf llie ffu)UOlainnbeUy<^tMis^. 

%:«^Qlied fathen bM. 

She kiss'd it once^ she ki88*d it twice j 
It 8eem*d to fr9e«e^bv>hreafttri 

The cold shaw*i»»feU frwga m!f^ tfpp^ 

They fell upon^h^FO^aiy 
Like natufe^i tearo, '' t«ucie1>loit 1** 

" What do you fear ?" the Baron cried— 

For Zo R I «T7o trcapubled-^ 
" A- Wolf," .^hp ^fgb*d , with whimper Jowf, 
" Hark how the ai^gry whirl wiodt ihlpw 

" Like JDjemooa darkrasMmUed. 
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That Wolf! wludi did nj Lcifer ahj !"' 

The Barov wtldlj started. 

That Wolf accan*d !" she madly 

Whose fangs, by human gore were 

Who dragged him down the momitaiii a iide^ 

'' And left me— Broken hearted !** 



Now GoLFRB shook in ev*iy joint. 

He grasp'd her arm, and mattered ; 
Hell seem'd to yawn, on er'ry side, 
** Hear me !" the frantic tyrant cried— 
^* Hbar MB r* a faint voice utter'd. 

" I hear thee ! yes, T hear thee well !" ■ »- 
Cried GoLFRB, '' 111 content thee. ^ 

'* I see thy vengeful eye-baUs roll— 
" Thou com 8t to claim my guilty soul— 
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" The FiBMDS—the Fibnds have aent thee !- 
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And now a Goatherd-Boy was heard— 

Swift climbing up the mountain : 
A Kid was lost, the fearful hind- 
Had roT'd his truant care to find. 
By wood-land*s side— and fountain. 

« 

And now a murm'ring throng advanc'd. 

And howlings echoed round them : 
Now GoLFRX tried the path to pac^ 
His feet seem*d rooted to the place. 
As though a spell had bound them. 

flk And now loud mingling voices cried-— 
'' lM|Mie that Wolf, pursue him !*' 
W^Cbc gm^y Baron, conscience stung. 
About his fainting Daughter hung. 
As to the ground she drew him. 



''Oh! shieldmoHoiinr MkiTTl 

'' A tortur'd wretch !'* he mutter'd: 
'' A murd*roua Wolf?! I O* Goo J Ii 
'' A dark unhallowUsileiit.grafO'****' 
Aghast the:Gakiff utterU. 



'''TwasI^ beneath' the GroATBiKD^e bed 

** The golden smotA did: coTcr ; v 
*' Twas I who tore the qqiT'rmg woond,. 
** Pluck*d forth th«: heart; and scattered' rouod*. 

" The life-rtream of thy Lover.' 
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And now he writh'd in ev'iy limb. 
And big his heart was swelling ; 
Fresh peals of thunder echoed strongs 
With famish'd Woirvss the peaks^ among 
Their dismal chorus yelling 1 
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** O Jesu Save me (** Golpre shrick'd— 

But GrOLFRR shriek'd no more t 
The rosy dawn'd rettdming light 
Display'd his corse^ — a dreadful sights 
Blacky wither d, i^mear*d with go^e ! 

High on a gibbet^ near the wood — '• 

His mangled limbs were hung ; 
let ZoRiETTO oft was seen 
Prostrate the Chapel aisles between— ~ 
When holy mass was sung. 

And there^ three lamps no^ dimly burn,— 

Twelve Monks their masses saying -, 
And there^ the midnight bell doth toll 
for quiet to the murd'rer's soul — 
While all around are praying. 
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For CHAsm and Pitt Juni, 

To gentle sooli are given; 
And Mercy is the sainted pow*r. 
Which beams thro* oiis'ry'a darkest haog. 

And lights the waj-*^o Hbavsii ! 
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END. 



pBiatcd by BIGGS and COTTLE, St* AngoidaM-fiack, BrlSal. 
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